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University's campus community. 
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expressed are those of individual authors and do 
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one involved in the BYU campus community. 
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A couple days agoa friend of mine 
mentioned she was thinking about 
going ona mission. Of course, I re- 
sponded automatically, encourag- 
ing her to go. I then began to reflect 
on why I went and what my mission 
experience was like. Although I had 
a fear of being left behind, of missing 
out on something, I knew the Lord 
wouldn’t penalize me—or anyone 
else for that matter—for sacrificing a 
year and a half to spread the gospel. 
He wouldn’t deprive me of a hus- 
band because of my mission, or al- 
low my career possibilities to be 
sabotaged. I never had a giant spiri- 
tual manifestation, but I knew that I 
should go. My non-LDS father 
wasn’t in favor of the idea, but I felt 
it was right. 

My mission call said Hong 
Kong—Cantonese speaking—and I 
was elated. Despite being intimi- 
dated by the language, I embraced a 
vision of living in poverty, being 
guided by the spirit constantly, and 
teaching the masses the true gospel. 
The MTC was highly structured, but 
the spirit and religious fervor that 
permeated the surroundings was 
astounding. Some of my most spiri- 
tual experiences were there. 

Arriving in Hong Kong, | immedi- 
ately sensed the electricity in the air. 
The people were busy, the streets 
were crowded, and I was excited to 
bethere. | was.a dazed and enthusi- 
astic greenie, but I soon’found that 
there ‘were some things ‘about \the 
mission that I hadn’t expected. 


Personnel Director’s Note: 


Reflections On My Mission 


A “mission program” was in 
progress. The emphasis was on sac- 
rificing for more success (as meas- 
ured by baptisms and number of 
copies of the Book of Mormon 
placed in homes or with individu- 
als). It seemed they had worked out 
a formula for increasing productiv- 
ity and statistics; Get up an hour 
earlier, work more on P-day, and 
speak Chinese constantly. If you 
promise the Lord you'll obey the 
tules, He'll give you the number of 
baptisms that you requested in the 
beginning of the month. These poli- 
cies weren’‘t so bad in and of them- 
selves; but the emotions that they 
invoked when you weren’t perfect 
were often based on fear or guilt. 

Worse, when you did everything 
“right”, and investigators chal- 
lenged to be baptized still fell 
through it was hard to understand. I 
was plagued with the questions 
“Are we being tested?”, “Is it my 
motives?”, “Did getting up at 7:30 
a.m. last Monday ruin these people’s 
chances to hear the gospel?”. 

And often, feeling guilty, or like I 
was never quite good enough as a 
missionary, I’d become discour- 
aged. Plus, I never quite understood 
the politics of the mission. Why 
were missionaries basing their 
worth on how fast they went senior 
companion, or if they attained the 
coveted position of Zone Leader? 
Why were the missionaries so often 
critical and unsupportive ‘of: each 
other? 


door” does not allow for efficiency. 


chat. 


Jeff Singer 
BYUSA President 


President's Corner 


During the last BYUSA presidential campaign, the open door policy was 
acommon issue. I agree with the open door policy. However, a literal “open- 


In order to solve this problem, I have set up office hours from 10 a.m. to12 
noon on Fridays. I will be available for those who have concerns or wish to 
see me. Anyone interested in visiting with me should contact my reception- 
ist at 378-4087 to schedule an appointment. If you are unable to make that 


time, my receptionist will be able to arrangea time that is convenient for both 
of us. I look forward to hearing from you to discuss your concerns or just to 
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If you think you have what it 
takes, don’t join the Marines, be- 
come a Student Review Ad Rep. 


Call us today at 377-2980. 


In spite of these difficulties, I 
loved the Chinese people. I admired 
their ideals. I loved tracting and 
street displaying. My desire grew 
from wanting not only to teach the 
people the gospel, but also wanting 
to converse with them about their 
culture, ideas, and lives. I knew how 
edifying it was to teach the gospel, to 
see a young girl light up when she 
finally realized that there really was 
a God who loved her. I wanted my 


. investigators to be happy—my love 


for them was almost tangible it was 
so strong. 

Sometimes I felt alone in the Ori- 
ent, particularly with a native Chi- 
nese companion. I grew so much 
closer to the Lord through prayer 
because of that experience. I under- 
stood the Atonement like] never had 
before when I saw people baptized 
and emerge free, clean, and pure— 
forgiven—like the former prostitute 
we taught, or the woman who had 
gone to the Phillipines for a sex 
change. I knew the power of the 
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priesthood through experience... 
through blessings and feeling the 
spirit of God so strongly in the Mis- 
sion President's office. 
Even though occasionally there 
were some political problems, com- 
petition, and an emphasis on statis- 
tics, I would goon my mission again. 
I would recommend going to virtu- 
ally anyone’ who asked. For a 
woman it isn’t an easy decision. A 
twenty-year-old woman isn’t com- . 
manded to goand it’s strictly volun- 
tary. Ideally, no one should go feel-. 
ing pressured or for lack of a better | 
idea. The mission was sometimes | 
hard, but definitely worthwhile. I 
grew up in ways that I never could | 
have anticipated, I gained a firmer 
testimony of the gospel, and I grew | 
closer to the Lord. I’m glad I went. | 


stitu tional champion award for defending freeedom of the press in the 
face of hostility at the hands of tyrannical housing authorities. — : 
A Sunday night chat is planned for Oct. 22, 8:00 p.m. at Backstage Cafe. 
Read Ephesians and Alma 13 and be prepared for a great discusssion. 
Call Leigh-Ann at 374-2896 if you have any questions. 
Word to the wise Never let Merrill Oates near a RISK game unless you're 
ready to combat his fiercely competitive nature. 
All those interested in the Homecoming parade, meet at 8 a.m. in 
Student Review shirts at 700 East and Center Street. 
Expect more info on the Halloween Party—Oct. 28 
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The Best Thirteen 
Months of My Life 


by Merrill Teemant 


HAD JUST ARRIVED in Peru. I was 
excited. I was finally out of the 

MTC and into the “real world” 
of missionary work. I was full of en- 
ergy and ready to go. My first inter- 
view with my mission president 
went very well. He said he felt the 
Spirit emanate from me and knew 
that I would help the work in Peru. 

I had waited nineteen years for 
this and now it was finally here. All 

- those years of spiritual preparation 
were going to pay off. I had wanted 
to serve the Lord as a missionary for 
as long as I could remember. 

_ Iwas nervous, and felt something 
really big was in store for me in Are- 
quipa. I wasn’t going to let “them” 
down: my friends, family, mission 
resident, and the Lord. I had come 
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_ The day after my arrival I lay in 
bed witha fever of 105: While eating 
atour pension found a cockroach in 

-my soup. I vomited several times 
and eight out of the next twelve 
hours were spent in the bathroom. 
The diarrhea stayed with me for the 
rest of my mission as a reminder of 
where I was. After a blessing the 
next day I felt a little better and was 
able to work. 

During the next two months I 
work hard. I tried to obey the rules. 
It seemed the harder I tried to do 
what was right the more opposition 
there was. Our baptismal goals of 
twelve and fifteen continued to be 
met with zeroes. Then, finally, I was 


transferred to be companions witha 
missionary who loved to work as | 
did. Our prayers and perseverance 
came to fruition. Baptisms. We led 
the mission that month. 

Baptize, baptize, baptize were the 
words that echoed from the MTC. 
The Lord had not called us to fail. 
The last days are here and we are 
called to harvest. A missionary book 
Tread said that if] had faith, prayed, 
obeyed, and worked, I could baptize 
thousands. So taught my MTC 
teachers, so taught my zone leaders, 
so taught the General Authorities 
during their MTC talks. The only 
thing that kept us from baptizing 
was ourselves. 

We felt the Lord’s hand in our 
work the month we led the mission 
in baptisms. But six months later all 
of our “converts” were inactive. 
Several had not attended church 
more than twice after they were 
baptized. 

During the next several months I 


SR Art by Chris Deiner 
received several different compan- 
ions and learned things more impor- 
tant than baptizing. I learned about 
life. I learned that you rarely, if ever, 
get what you want, even though you 
keep the rules. I also learned that 
bad things don’t:always happen to 
the other guy. 

As the work became more stress- 
ful, my body began to malfunction. I 
had an uncontrollable desire for 
sleep. I becamea mere travel partner 
for my companion, for I slept 
through all of our discussions, 
meals, companion studies, zone 
conferences, church meetings, and 
even fell asleep while tracting. I 
slept eight hours a night and some- 
times eight hours during the day. 

After thirteen months in Peru, I 
was admitted to Utah Valley Hospi- 
tal as an outpatient, thus ending “the 
best two years of my life.” The doc- 
tors still haven't figured out why I 
need to sleep so much. All] know is 
that I still face this problem today. 
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The Eye 
ot the Storm 


by Stephen Gibson 


city had begun tearing down houses in order to build federally- 
funded apartments. The housing projects, I knew best were 
within blocks of the Oakland Coliseum and had quite a history. 


r | 1 iE NEIGHBORHOOD HAD seen better days. It was old and dirty; the 


The buildings were three stories tall and there was only one way to 
enter or exit by car. A local drug dealer had taken up residence, posted 
armed guards on the roofs and used children with walkie-talkies as look- 
outs. The police hadn’t been able to oust him and if he hadn’t been killed 
he would still be holding court in his fortress. During his reign the area 
was completely shut down. A few years after his death the area was 
reopened. | arrived six months later. We were told not to be out after 
dark. Missionaries in the area, I was told, had received promptings not 
to tract certain streets and later discovered they had missed gunfights 
and gang slayings. Crimes of every description were daily events. 

In spite of all the winos and drugs, we established a foot-hold in this 
part of Oakland and it became home. I remember one P-day when little 
kids took turns climbing me like a mountain and sitting victorious on my 
shoulders, waited for my Bucking Bronco impersonation. They held 
tight as I ran around like a maniac stomping on invisible spiders. We 
laughed and laughed at ourselves and at the expressions of the people 
watching us. 

My companions and I taught everybody from an unwed seventeen- 
year-old mother of two to a non-denominational minister, to an FBI 
agent. When we handed out Oakland Temple vistor’s center invitations, 
we were mobbed by children who wanted a picture of the “palace.” They 
asked about the “king and queen” that lived there. Meeting the parents 
of these children was a successful way of doing missionary work. 

We grew especially close to one family, the Jeffersons, who lived in the 
worst of the housing projects. The mother and grandmother had joined 
the church just before I arrived. My companion and I began teaching the 
teenagers in their small apartment. It was difficult to keep the two 
eighteen year-olds’ attention on the discussions, that is until the family 
matriarch, Ernestine, spoke. 

She was their grandmother and had been a Baptist missionary before 
joining the LDS Church. She bore her testimony with a thick Southern 
drawl. Her words of conviction to her granddaughters about Jesus Christ 
and Joseph Smith brought tears to my eyes. The Spirit filled the room. 
Her words were some of the most beautiful sounds I have ever heard. 

Here in the middle of this chaotic, crime-ridden, flea-infested storm, 
was a woman at peace. Ernestine’s example made her apartment a grow- 
ing haven of righteousness. She would talk to her friends about the 
church and then, through her introductions, so would we. 

No matter how deep the darkness around this family, they kept a pas- 
sionate, almost frenzied grip on what they knew to be true. Their 
example changed me, and I wanted to be like them. This ability to hold 
on to truth is one of the most important things I saw in my two years. 


Send your personal essays and reflections on the gospel to: 
StupENT Review, P.O. Box 7092, Provo, Utan, 84602 


save the 
Academy — Again 


by Thomas Hafen and 
Tamela Ferguson 


On October 5 in the Provo City 
Council auditorium, the Brigham 
Young Academy Foundation 
(BYAF) presented its plans to save 
Academy Square by raising $800,00 
dollars by March 16 of next year, as 
stipulated in the option the Founda- 
tion signed on September 26, 1989. 

The Foundation had prepared im- 
pressive floor plans for the reno- 
vated Academy Square buildings, 
complete with an indoor garden 
atrium and tiered parking lots. The 
new Academy Sqauare, according to 
the BYAF plans, will be a place 
where illiterate adults can learn to 
read; where entrepreneurs can learn 
to start a business; and where handi- 
capped children can learn to dance. 
In addition, there will bea therapeu- 
tic swimming pool, and a tourist 
boutique. 

The audience, however, had ques- 
tions like: What is the feasability of 
raising 15 million dollars, the esti- 
mated cost of the renovations, at all, 
or even the $800,000 by March 16, 
1990? Who will collect the money if 


wecan get it? How will the buidings 
be heated? What will happen if the 
land is purchased? 

Richard Poll, the Foundation 
Representative, responded by say- 
ing that the Foundation would like 
to hire a professional fundraiser, 
though he added that the Founda- 
tion had not yet made even basic 
steps towards hiring one. Public 
Relations work and the organization 
of the project similarly had no con- 
crete plans. Most importantly, the 
mechanics of raising such an 
enormous amount of money in six 
months have been poorly though 
out. ” 

The Academy Square represents 
the beginning of the entire Church of 
Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints’ 
Educational System. According to 
the President of the National Trust 
for Historic Preservation, the Acad- 
emy is one of the most historic build- 
ings west ofthe Mississippi. Despite 
the Foundation’s lack of planning, 
Provo seems to have one last chance 
to restore its unique bit of culture. 
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by Dave Jenson 
N ACCORDANCE wITH the Civil Lib- 
| erties Act of 1988, passed by 

Congress, the Senate has 
passed a budget waiver to supply 
money for a $500 million repayment 
program for Japanese imprisoned in 
relocation camps during World War 
II. Of the alotted $500 million, the 
CLA planned that an estimated 
60,000 Japanese would get $20,000 
each as well as an official apology 
from the United States government, 
a public education fund for Japa- 
nese-Americans would be estab- 
lished, and two hotlines would be 


set up in Japan so anyone who is eli- 


gible there can call in. 
During World | 
War II, Army and 
Navy reports con- 
cluded that Japan 
had established an 
intelligence net- 
work in the U.S. § 
The reports said 
the network in- | 
cluded both aliens, 
and first and sec- 
ond-generation 
Japanese. An FBI 
sweep following 
the bombing of 


moved many 
people in key posi- 
tions, but accord- 
ing to the Navy, the 
intelligence ma- 
chine continued to 
operate. 

The general feel- 
ing after Pearl Har- 
bor was that the [\ 
Japanese, whether BS 
there or here, were 
dangerous. A cur- 
few was set, and the distance Japa- 
nese could travel without permits 
was limited. It didn’t matter if they 
were citizens or not. Eventually, 
FDR signed Executive Order #9066 
that gave the military power to forci- 
bly move the Japanese. 

Approximately 120,000 Jap-anese 
got moved off the West Coast and 
ended up in relocation camps in the 
interior. The majority of them were 
citizens. And a majority of the citi- 
zens were teenagers and younger 
children with alien parents who had 
become “enemy aliens,” a status 
change that removed resident alien 
rights, usually granted in peacetime. 

The camps were located in dusty 
places like Topaz, Utah. With their 
tarpaper shacks, the camps were dif- 
ferent than the prison camps in Ger- 
many and Japan because they were 
set up for relocation rather than con- 
finement. But like the German and 
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Japanese camps, there were guards, 
and any movement outside the 
camp was restricted. The “inmates” 
received inferior medical help, ifany 
at all. Not until 1943 could people 


begin cutting red tape to get permis; 


sion to settle in the interior or to do 
seasonal work. But still they could 
not return to their West Coast 
homes. 5,000 students were allowed 
to attend colleges—but only in cities 
off the West Coast. 

Theresa Takaoshi, a Japanese- 
American during the war, recountsa 
time when her son got food poison- 
ing when they were living in the 
relocation camp. An ambulance 
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came and took him to the hospital. 
The next day when Theresa got to 
see her son, he was crying quietly. 
When sheasked him why, he said he 
had heard the nurse talking about 
him. The nurse had said, “Let this 
little Jap die. Don’t even go near 
him.” ' Theresa says her son still 
remembers it, over forty years later. 

Experiences like Theresa’s were 
not uncommon during the war. She 
and other like her are happy with the 
CLA. But not all Japanese-Ameri- 
cans are happy with the decision. 
Some think that the act is unneces- 


sary. 

S resident who spent time in 
the relocation facilities wrote 

a statement entitled, “It Had To Be.” 

She claims that even though the 

camps were uncomfortable, some- 

times they were needed to protect 


HONIN YAMASHITA, A San Diego 


Are you Pagemaker literate? 


Help us with layout at Student Review and have a great time while 
you become even more literate. Call Alyson at 374-7964 to join up. 
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American Concentration Camps 


the Japanese. She feels that the 
evacuation saved them from vio- — 
lence. After Pearl Harbor people 
kept breaking windows in Japanese 
businesses. There were shootings 
and stabbings. InSan Diego, several 
men with fake FBI identification 
raped two Japanese women. Some 
people in Provo used dynamite ona 
Japanese labor camp. “Thanks to 
the relocation centers, our children 
were educated normally without 
wartime embarrassment,” writes — 
Yamashita. 

Others were relieved at being 
moved to the camp. According to 
Misaye Kondo, “The evacuation 
opened the way 
out for us.” She 
had been on the 
verge of 
committing sui- 
cide because of 
the pressures 
after Pearl Har- 
bor. 

John L. Burl- 
ing, the attor- 
ney general at 
the time, claims 
that some Japa- 
nese were in- 
deed threats to 
America. 
Wii] “Younger men in 
Mi a stricter camp 
asked to be let 
out so they 
could return to 
Japan and fight 
against the U.S. 
Burling cites 
cases of 
“trouble-mak- 
ing” camps for 
Japanese sus- 
pected. of being disloyal to the U.S. 
These Japanese-Americans ought 
not to be givent he same benefits as 
others, argues Burling. 


MERICANS OF NATIONALITIES 
other than Japanese who 
suffered in World War II 


are also angry about the CLA. 
Arthur Jacobs of Tempe, Arizona 
filed a’civil suit against the repara- 
tions program. — He claims he de- 
serves equal protection under the 
law, as stated in the Fifth Amend- 
ment. Heand his parents,Germans, 
served time on Ellis Island, during 
the end of the war. 

In conclusion, the Civil Liberties 
Act pleased some but not all of those 
affected by it or the relocation camp 
inmates it hoped to at least partially 


repay. 
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by Dynette Reynolds 


__ It’s been ten years since I first en- 

tered the exclusive halls of the MTC. 
I was alone, exhausted after a 24- 
hour snow-delayed trip from New 
York, discreetly scratching at the 
brand new temple garments chafing 
virgin parts of my body, and was 
alternately pushing and pulling my 
allotted two pieces of unmatched 
luggage. They had seemed so inad- 
eqaute when | had packed them but 
had grown with every flight change 
to gigantic proportions. But despite 
it all, I was absolutely exhilarated to 
begin the adventure of a lifetime. 

The ensuing eighteen months 

_ were just that: a singular, incredible 
adventure, as close to the Indiana 
Jones thing as I willever come. The 
stuff of which illiads and odysseys 
aremade. Heroes forsaking wordly 
possessions, embarking on truth- 
seeking journeys, battling evil 
forces; miracles manifested, legends 
spawned and retold. 

Ina world of shopping malls and 
quantum physics, this archetypal 
drama stuff seems just plain weird. 
Yet it is precisely the “missionary 
odyssey” (along with a few ther 
holdovers like fast-and-testimony 
meetings and temple ordinances) 


that keep us Mormonson the cutting” 


edge of spirituality. And darn un- 
comforatble it is, too. 
Often, though, missionaries (and 
_ their leaders) forget the long-term 
_ picture and become Obsessed with 
the same spirit of competetion gen- 
erally found in an NFL bowl game. 
Statistics, rigid obedience, and goal- 
‘setting become top priorities, while 
‘the more elusive art of communing 
with the spirit takes a back seat. It’s 
true that some of the most remark- 
able answers to prayer come hwile 


serving a mission, but I have a nag- 
ging feeling these happen in spite of 
the mission atmosphere, not because 
ofit. The sad truth is that missionar- 
ies are more often trained as corpo- 
rate salesmen than as messengers of 
the restored gos- — 
pel. / : 
Let me cite a 
few examples: 


RULE #1: Num- 
bers will accu- 
rately reflect 
personal 
growth. 

The first rung 
on the ladder of 
mission success 
is the MTC, 
where elders and 
sisters learning a 
foreign langauge 
are asked every 
day to rate them- 
selves on their 
efforts at “SYL” 
(Speak Your 
Language). The 
scores are posted 
int he classroom 
for all eyes to see. 
The group with 
the highest col- 
lective score each 
week generally receives some form 
of public recognition. 

I admit that regretfully (but not 
really) that this system struck me as 
so anti-Christ-like that I deliberatley 
gave myself a low “1” every day. 
This made me quite unpopular with 
my district. However, because I had 
studied German for five years, I 
could say honestly that I had made 
very little “effort” to speak it. A 
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certain elder in our group also rated 
himself consistently low, even 
though every word from his mouth 
was uttered only with slow, tortor- 
ous exertion. If I'd been rating him, 
he'd have had a top “5” every day. 
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RULE #2: Success can be measured 
by statistics. 

Leaving the MTC for the field is 
akin to graduating from kindergar- 
ten and going to high school. Field 
missionaries are granted a consider- 
able amount of freedom (orat least it 
seems like it after one or two months 
in the MTC), but still the numbers 
game is all-important. Weekly re- 
ports vary from mission to mission, 
but almost all presidents require a 
numerical tally of discussions 
taught, new investigators found, 
and hours spent contacting or teach- 
ing. (This of course leads to ques- 
tions like “Can we count the time 


What if Leonardo had used 
a paint-by-numbers set 
to create the Mona Lisa? 


A lot of pizza places make pizza the 
paint-by-numbers way with canned ingredients 
and conveyor belt ovens. 
At Al's Pizza we create 
masterpiece pizzas one at a time 
with fresh ingredients 
and homemade sauce. 


spent riding the bus?”) - 

At the bottom of this form is usu- 
ally THE BIG BLANK for recording 
the number of baptisms that week. I 
hear other countries are different, 
but where I served some missionar- 
ies NEVER got 
to fill in that 
one. There it 
sits, glaring at 
you every 
week, a giant 
white space 
drumming 
“failure” into 
your brain. 

If by chance 
you are able to 
fillthat spacein, 
the mission 
president him- 
self sends youa 
fancy form let- 
ter as congratu- 
altions. Unless 
you are really 
naughty, this is 
probably th 
eonly time the 
president re- 
plies to your 
weekly reports. 


RULE #3: Con- 
versions de- 
pend on the right marketing strat- 
egy. 

And then there are zone confer- 
ences. These pep rallies often re- 
semble marketing training seminars 
much like the ones at a cetain giant 
telecommunications company 
where I once worked. The product 
is the gospel. Your job: to convince 
customers to buy your product. The 
latest advertising gimmicks are of- 
ten presented in zone conferences, 
including catchy one-liners de- 
signed to grab attention at every 
door, smarty posters to provoke 
familial instincts at street displays, 
and perhaos even a certain brand of 
white shirt to lend a “YUPPIE” im- 
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Corporate Salesmen Spreading the Gospel 


age. Previous successes are re- 
counted—Ammon. converting King 
Lamoni, Wilford Woodruff in Eng- 
land. Ifonly you have enough faith, 
you, too can convert thousands. (At 
one zone conference, I wondered 
aloud how free agency fit intot his 
scheme, with rather nasty results. 
- Perhaps a less public place might 
have been more appropriate to cor- 
ner the President on that one.) 
Despite all this corporate schem- 
ing, missionaries still have tremen- 
dous success and people still join the 
Church. If that doesn’t prove the 
gospel is true, I don’t know what 
will. But why don’t we change all 
this? Instead, why don’t we havea 
system where missionaries caught 
counting baptisms are automatically 
sentenced to be bookkeeper in the 
mission office for six months? Why 
don’t we ask missionaries how long 
they managed to stay on civil terms 
with their companions each week? 
Why don’t greenies get gentle jobs 
like AP or Zone Leader and get 
“promoted” later to plain old mis- 
sionary? Why don’t we give RO- 
BOT-OF-THE-MONTH certificates 
to missionaries who ask questions 
like “what do we do if such-and- 
such happens?” Why don’t mis- 
sionaries read newspapers so that 
they canhavesomecommon ground 
to discuss with investigators? Fi- 
nally, why don’t we have a “J. 
Golden Kimball Funnybone Con- 
test” to the funniest missionary ex- 
perience each year? After all, if you 
don't know how to laugh at yourself, 
no one will ever take you seriously. 


Since her mission, Dynette finds it 
more convenient to convert people who 
come to her door. 


SPSS SRR RER EBT R RPE R eee eee 


Get To Know Us 
Deal! 


EXTRA LARGE 
gourmet crust 
Combination or other 
Specialty Pizza and 
two liters of Coke for 


‘10° 


when you pick up. 


10-30-89 


rr 
SREB RB RERBRBEBESGRERRBERPRERRBBESBEeeeee 


= 
= Expi 
28 


and Winter Clothing 


< Then we bake them slowly 
© New Arrivals Daily! 


in a real brick oven. 
Our pizzas may take chi, 

a few minutes longer fee es 

and cost a few cents more Next to ShopKo 
but, so did the Mona Lisa. FREE DELIVERY 


375-0025 


Al's Pizza 


PIZZA ¢ PASTA ¢ SUBS 


> 


Provo Town Square, Suite M-124 
Open Mon.- Sat. 10 to 6 
_ 377-POST 
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Mom is Married Now 


by Gary Burgess 

In the years I lived with her, Mom 
was a career woman, modern and 
assertive. Every day she wore black 
or gray skirts with suitcoats to work 
ina high tech firm outside of Seattle. 
Most of her friends, like her, were 
women in management; and they 
were the scourge of the men they 
went out with. They were single or 
divorced, and competent. 

Some of them reared, in compari- 
son to themselves, backward and 
agitated children like my brothers 
and me, and we would periodically 
meet these, our counterparts, at 
Thanksgivings and Christmases. 
We'd gather together in some room 
of a drafty old house that had a view 
of Seattle’s gray, sunless hills. With 
their limp, unformed faces across 
from us, we'd play board gameson a 
hardwood floor. It was an odd holi- 
day bliss to see each other again, 
trying to act out in our games the 
errorless, skilled ways of the women 
drinking downstairs. Money would 
clumsily change hands between us, 
vast properties and monopolies 
would be exchanged, while the talk 
continued cleverly below us. 

Mom and her friends would take 
classes at night: belly dancing, mac- 
rame, assertiveness training classes, 
art classes, power management 


Here’s how to win! 


¢ fill out the coupon. below 


* enclose one dollar 


Mail to: 

GREAT DATE 
35 West Center 
Suite 112 

Orem UT 84058 


This might sound like a joke—in fact we 
did think the original ad, which ran in the 
Daily Universe, looked stupid. The money 
does go to The March of Dimes, which is 
certainly a worthy cause. So, girls, if you 
want to give a measly dollar for a long 
shot at someone’s idea of a date from 
heaven with one of these excessively 
motivated dreamboats, go ahead. They’re 
probably nice guys, although models can 
be a bit stuck on themselves. What you 
could do, however, is donate $5 or $10, 


and just decline the date. Just an idea. 
BEBRBBBEBRSRBRBRBRBRERBRBRRBRRERBHRERBeee 


= Your Name 
toe 


; Address 


a 
: Phone 


e 

= While | appreciate the chance for a date 
2 With one of these undoubtedly marvelous 
. guys, | probably couldn’t deal with the 

a experience, so i’m just going to send 

| # Some money for the March of Dimes (as 
; (ong as my contribution isn’t used to 


a finance one of these dates). 


classes. Mom sang in a city choir. 
She and her friends read a lot of the 
same books about interpersonal 
politics, feminist issues, and primi- 
tive cultures. And they got involved 
inthe community, were up on all the 
festivals or shows coming to Seattle. 
They went out together frequently, 
exploring the places in Seattle that 
catered to just such a race of women 
as they. 

One Christmas when I was eleven 
I went with Mom and a friend of hers 
to see the ballet; when we came 
home, we found that the candles on 
our mantel had dripped wax and set 
fire to the cards and wreaths around 
them, sending flames up the walls, 
toward the Christmas tree. It was 
more smoke damage than anything 
else, but our home was made unin- 
habitable and cold by the firemen 
who came. 

So Mom called the man she was 
seeing at the time, Peter, the minister 
of the local Unitarian Church. He 
had us over in his warm home, and 
we played a real estate game until 
very late. I remember sleeping by a 
wall of his hardbacks, and the next 
Sunday sitting, listening to his ser- 
mon. There was a portion where he 
spoke about the symbolism of 
candles, wreaths, and fire, and we 


knew he was refering to us. 

There were other men besides 
Peter. Once there was a lawyer/ 
truck driver named Jim whose par- 
ents were Russian emigres. My 
brothers and I liked Jim because he 
came over and told stories about 
pitching hay on ranches in Montana, 
and he’d come with us on our scout 
hikes. He called us by Russian 
names: I was Giriglovich. When I 
was sick one time and home from 
school he came over and built a fire 
for me, and made lentil soup. He'd 
take Mom to Western places to 
dance, and usually he was in his blue 
jeans. 

And then there was a long succes- 
sion of men! don’t really remember. 
One was a writer, one a cabinet 
maker, another an artist. One sold 
cars. All] knew about one was that 
he had a big motorcycle and when 
he’d drop Mom offher hair would be 
wild and upset. Those two always 
seemed to move in a rush. Then 
there was a nuclear physicist who 
rolled his own cigarettes and had a 
voice lower than what seemed hu- 
manto me. One Christmas he gave 
my brothers and mea weight bench 
and barbells; a few months later he 
moved down to Los Alamos. Mom 
went out there to see him, but we 
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SR art by Chris Deiner 


never did end up living in New 
Mexico. I know she liked the place. 

When I returned from living with 
my father in California, at sixteen, 
Mom was staying home more; she 
wasn’t seeing anyone, and | think 
she wanted it that way. By that time 
I had joined the Mormon church, 
and was unsettling to her. I re- 
minded her of the man my mom 
couldn't, years ago, live with. My 
knotted and disjointed, haunting 
faith was a beginning towards what 


twa LS eo ee 


Rwy AAA 


@ 


Just for the fun of it! 


win a date with one of these bachelors (all BYU students); 


ay 


October 25, 1989 
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she remembered my father had, the 

faith she had decided to abandon. _ 
And because I had come from him 

I could realize, the way acerbic men 

do, that mother, after all these years, i 

was vulnerable. WhenI'd get offthe — 

city bus after swim workouts, she'd _ 


‘ besewing or doing macrame withan — 


old movie on the TV. I’d thrash 5 
about the livingroom, and tell her — 
times. I was getting better. I had — 


Please see Married on — 
page 14 


All these models, numbers 1 through 6, are quite good-looking, mildly stuck-up, and good | 
catches, eschewing wimpy majors like English-or Art for serious, practical fields like pre- | 


med, accounting, business, etc., etc. Eat your pining little hearts out, girls. 


ae oe el Rend Me Sd. dah 
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12. Do Not have undignified phone 


answering machine messages. 


This rule was installed because of 


Elder J.B. Brown’s message, “Hey 
you fetchers, we ain’t home (belch), 
scrud.” 


21. Do Not wear friendship brace- 
lets, yarn, string, or similar wrist 
wear. 


This rule came about because of 
the close connection between reggae 
culture and colorful woven brace- 
lets. Misssionaries would walkryth- 


mically, and find themselves on the 


_ beach inthe middle of the day. In 


dicussions they would say, “most 
people believe in Jah, although they 
know him by different names.” 


22. Do Not tan. 


This one is obvious. The skin just 
gets too creamy white underneath 
all those clothes. A severe burn is 
unavoidable. So all in all the pasty 
look is prefered in most missions. 
This rule became law when Elder 
Sven Ericksen, a Swedish mission- 
ary serving in Texas was burnt so 
badly that his skin looked like a 
horned toad’s. 


39. Do Not fish from a boat or on the 
water. 


Seemingly in opposition to the 
Savior’s admonition to become 
“fishers of men” and most of the 


Advice For Our Day 


original apostles’ occupations, this 
rule was instituted because of an 
accident on the Columbia River. 
Elder Jones and Hartson had already 
landed two sturgeon and were going 
fora third when Jones reared back to 
cast and caught his #3 hook and 
salmon egg in Elder nin atebe Ss eye- 
ball. 


40. Do Not proselyte in jails, prisons, 


detention homes, halfway houses, . 


mental hospitals, etc. 


Although this rule seems in oppo- 
sition to the Savior’s words, “I wasin 
prisonand yecame unto me,” it actu- 
ally makes a lot of sense. This rule 
came about because of one Elder 
Fitz’s facination with prison life. He 
and his companion would go every- 
day to visit Sam P. Greenwald and 
other immates. He'was there so of- 
ten that the immates would high- 
five him as he walked down the 
prison halls. This all ended when 
Fitz sensed the injustice of the sys- 
tem and smuggled in an electic drill 
to Greenwald. Fitz now talks to 
Greenwald about Jesus einige 


19. Do Not wear a trenchcoat with- 
out a suit coat underneath. 


This one is easy. Most missionar- 
ies wear suits made of the strongest 
unnatural fibers known to man: 
Swedish Knit threads. These suits 
are not only warm, they also act asa 
shield in cycling accidents, and as a 
protection against dog bites. So 
obviously, wearing your trenchcoat 
without your suit coat is living dan- 
gerously. 


23. Do Not wear artsy, craftsy, cutsie 


“You may see some little girls around the streets with their 
mother’s skirts on, or their sun bonnets, and with their 
aprons full of dirt. Your husbands buy you calico, but you do 


not know what to do with it. It is to be carefully worn until 
the last thread is worn out, and then put into the rag bag to 
make paper with.” 


—Brigham Young 
Journal of Discourses 4:319 


My Mission Rules and 
Why They Were Instituted 


by Scott Elgin Cathoun. 
Editor's Note: My mission had 
numerous rules beyond the white hand- 
book. I’ve briefly ars how some of 
these began. 


ties. 


Elder Daniel Sinoa nudged this 
rule on to the list when he wore his 
Thailand bellydancer tie to hear a 
General Authority speak. ElderStan 
Bundy didn’t help either when he 
played his musical “Jingle Bells” tie 
at each door for forty-six blocks 
tracting. In August. 


51. Do Not have pets. 


When Elders Dan Haab and N. 
White brought that little St. Bernard 
puppie into their twelve by eight 
foot apartment it all seemed very 
cozy. Six months and fifiteen bags of 
Puppy Chow later, neither the dog 
or elders seemed too happy about 
the arrangement. 


35. Do Not go to gyms, weight 
rooms, or spas. 


One time exercise is dangerous. 
Once missionaries get out of shape it 
is better to keep them out of shape. 
Gyms might tempt them into over- 
exertion with visions of rude, raw 
health. 


Do Not: 
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Oregon Portland Mission 
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11. call or visit members on Monday night. 


12, have undignified phone answering machine messages. 


13. leave phone or any other bill unpaid. 
14. have parents visit. 


15. receive videos of family or sports events from home. 
16. alter your natural haircolor in any way (Elders only). 


17. wear long sleeved shirts rolled up. 


Rules 


travel outside of your area without the District Leader’s permission. 
travel outside of your district without the Zone Leader’s permission. 
travel outside of your zone without the Mission President's permission. 
visit or teach a single person of the opposite sex without an adult member chaperone (preferably a couple). 
write, telephone, visit, or accept such from a person of the opposite sex, living within the mission. 
allow anyone of the opposite sex into your apartment at any time. 
accept a ride from a member of the opposite sex without a chaperone (mother, husband, etc.). 
expect any flexibility in or exception to the official Church policy regarding missionaries and the opposite sex. 
call outside your area, district, zone, or to other missionaries without permission from the proper leader. 
. call home or accept calls from home except on mother’ s/father’s/ and Christmas day. 


18. wear patterned sweaters or crew neck sweaters—only wear solid v-neck sweaters with a suit coat. 


19. wear a trenchcoat without a suit coat underneath. 


20. go to an evening appoinumnent without a suit coat on. 


21. wear “friendship bracelets,” yarn, string, or similar wrist wear. 


. have any stickers on name tags. 


. go without your garments except while exercising. 


28. use nicknames or improper titles when addressing fellow missionaries—use only Elder or Sister. 


29. amend ward/stake socials or activities. 


30. attend Sunday School classes other than gospel essentials or gospel doctrine. 
31. split to attend different wards meeting at the same time. 


32. sleep over. 
33. go to the beach. 
34. go to arcades or play video games. 


35. go to gyms, weight rooms, spas, or have multi-companionship get-togethers during the daily exercise hour. 


36. watch television. 

37. watch movies of any kind. 

38. go shopping on Sunday. 

39. fish from a boat or on the water. 


40. proselyte in jails, prisons, detention homes, halfway houses, mental hospitals, etc. 


41. use mission vehicles on p-day. 

42. ride with Elders and Sisters in the same car. 
43. have zone activities. 

44. play football. 

45. play full-court basketbail. 


46. have more than two dinner appointments a week or more than one with the same family per month. 


47. solicit dinner appointments or pass a dinner calendar. 


48. allow dinner appointments to extend beyond ninety minutes. 


49. burn incense. 

50. drink cola drinks. 

51. have pets. 

52. give or sell blood or plasma. 


53. BE ALONE—out of sight or hearing of your companion. 


45. Do Not play full-court basket- 
ball. 


There are two lines of thinking at 
work here. First of all, most mission- 
aries gain between ten and fourty 
pounds on their missions making it 
very difficult to stop after a full court 
drive. Secondly, for the uncondi- 
tioned heart of a missionary, all this 
running spells imminent cardiovas- 
cular arrest. Even beyond these 
concerns there is somethng about 


the free-wheeling nature of full- 
court hoop that unleashes the desire 
to play naked basketball. This is 
what happen to Elder Lones. At 
about two A.M. their whole district 
was down at the Stake Center in 
nothing but there high-tops. That 
pretty much ended full-court play. 


So as you can see, rules that might 
seem picayunish at face value, are 
really quite sensible if we look a little 
deeper. 


Mission President’s Last Advice 


by Michael L. Mower 


Like the final phrase uttered by a dying person, the — 


last words to a soon-to-be RM by his/her mission presi- 


-dent are cherished as thoughtful words of wisdom, as 


patriarchal pearls of great price. Here area few of those 
golden nuggets of thought, as related by some of BYU’s 
finest former fellow-servants. 


“Just don’t worry about it, not even marriage and 
stuff. You were a good missionary.” 
Georgia, Atlanta Mission 


“Picka peer one (spouse) and don’t fall into tempta- 
tion.” 
Uruguay, Montevideo Mission 


“Elder, I know you're a music major. My son-in-law 
studied opera until I convinced him he needed to quit 
that and find a job that could support his family. He’s 
now with Black and Decker and making $45,000 a year. 
That's success.” 

Brazil, Campinas Mission 


“Date temple women.” 
Germany, Munich Mission 


“Elder Harr, this has been the MTC for your life.” 
Michigan, Lansing Mission 


“Elder Hansen, keep ten eyes open until you get 
married and then close all but one.” 
Taiwan, Taipan Mission 


“Wear missionary dress on Sunday.” 
Germany, Munich Mission 


“Elder M., some folks help the Kingdom roll forward 
by telling them they are Mormons. If any one should 
ever ask you, tell them you are one of Jehovah's Wit- 
nesses.” 

Oregon, Portland Mission 


“Elder R., holding hands leads to kissing, which even- 
tually leads to immorality. Decide now where you are 
going to draw the line.” 

Dominican Republic Mission 


“Frankly Elder, I’ll be pleased if you remain active in 
the Church. I'll also be surprised.” 
Japan, Tokyo North Mission 


“Elders and Sisters, there is nothing better than mis- 
sionary work save for intimate relations with your 
spouse.” 

California, San Jose Mission 
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Outside the JSB, Sept. 7, 2:00 p.m. 


One religion professor to another 
describing the attire of a student-"I 
wanted to grab him by the overalls 
and say, ‘I don’t know what soul- 
destroying fad you are involved in, 
but get it off this campus.” 

Other Religion Professor- “Why 
didn’t you?” 

First Religion Professor- “We 
weren't in the elevator.” 


Somewhere in the MARB in the morn- 
ing, Oct. 11, 1989. 


Delightful Professor: “My first 
year here someone turned me in for 
saying “hell” in a quote.” (laughter) 
“My reaction was that that was the 
damndest thing I had ever heard.” 


athletic club: 


¢ Lines to stand in 
¢ Binding contracts 
¢ Initiation fees 

¢ Parking hassles 

¢ Long drives 


$30 at THE 


¢ Life Cycles 


e 


6 racquetball courts 
1/2 basketball court 
Indoor track 


eoeoee.e¢ 


What else is there! 


for free! Call 2 


Guest Pass 


Good for one FREE visit with 
use of all facilities. 


At _affordab 


What you CAN'T get for 
$30 at THE RIDGE 


What you CAN get for 


¢ The only stairclimbers in town! 


¢ Over 70 weight lifting stations 
4,500 square feet of aerobics 


Saunas, jacuzzis, steam rooms 


What else is there? Try it all 


Eavesdropper 


Between HBLL and SWKT at 2:26 p.m. 
Oct. 9, 1989. 


Exuberant married woman: “My 
husband is so funny! When we have 
enough money in our budget for 
milk, we'll go to the store just forthat 
purpose.” (Others nod in agree- 
ment) “He makes me walk up and 
down every single aisle even though 
all we're getting is milk.” (Hysteri- 
cal laughter encourages her.) 

“Like I really love to see all the 
food we can’t buy right now.” 


Near the bottom of Maeser Hill, by the 
Student Review stand , Sept 28, early 
morning. 


Upset grounds crewperson: “I 


want you to cut the lock off and. 


throw the stand away.” 


RIDGE: 


24-6969 now! 


THE RIDGE 
ATHLETIC CLUB 


4303 N. Foothill Dr., 
Provo 224-6969 


le prices! 


Foreign cars are our 


specialty, 
sidelin 


$00 S. UNIVERSITY ** 374-8881 ** 


not a 
e. 


Sensitive BYU police officer: “OK! 
Whatever you say. Are the other 
stands OK? 

Vengeful groundscrew person: 
“Well, were just waiting for the first 
snow then we'll buldoze it off the 
ramp!” 

BYU police officer: “Oh, I see.” 


In the Word Center, 6:43 p.m., Monday 


night. 


Pseudo-intellectual male: "Have © 


you seen Lawrence of Arabia?" 
Beautiful, buxom blonde: "Yes." 
"What did you think of it?" 
"Well, I'm glad for the experience, 
but I don't like sand movies and I 
don't like Peter O'Toole." 


HOMECOMING DANCES 


TRUMP TOWERS 
$13.50 ADMISSION 

SEMI FORMAL - FORMAL DRESS 
TANNER BUILDING 
SATURDAY, OCT. 21 
9:00 PM - 12:00 AM 


ONE NIGHT IN BANGKOK 
$15.50 ADMISSION 
SEMI FORMAL - FORMAL DRESS 
EXCELSIOR HOTEL 
FRIDAY, OCT. 20 
SATURDAY, OCT. 21 
9:00 PM - 12:00 AM 


NIGHT ON THE NILE 
$13.50 ADMISSION 
SEMI FORMAL - FORMAL DRESS 
EAST BAY 
SATURDAY, OCT 21 
9:00 PM - 12:00 AM 


GREATEST HITS OF THE 50°S, 60°S & 70°S 
FEATURING “THE DESOTOS” 
$13.50 ADMISSION 
DRESS - S0°S, 60°S & 70°S 
BALLROOM 
FRIDAY, OCT. 20 
9:00 PM — 1:00 AM 


ALUMNI DANCE - BIG BAND 
CONTACT ALUMNI HOUSE FOR PRICE 
SEMI FORMAL - FORMAL DRESS 
MEMORIAL LOUNGE 
FRIDAY, OCT. 20 
8:30 PM - 12:00 AM 


BONFIRE DANCE 4 @ 
FREE ADMISSION 
. CASUAL DRESS 


FRIDAY, OCT. 20 


WEST STADIUM PARKING LOT 
9:00 PM - 12:00 AM 7 


FEATURING “CLASS ADDITION” 
$15.50 ADMISSION 
SEMI FORMAL - FORMAL DRESS 
BALLROOM 
SATURDAY, OCT. 21 
9:00 PM - 12:00 AM 


TICKETS AVAILABLE AT THE VARSITY 
THEATRE TICKET OFFICE 


BYU STANDARDS APPLY 


October 25 


1989 
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RMs: Just Who 


by Michael L. Mower 
and Dan Sorensen 


Jim DeWees 

Hometown: Nashville, Indiana 
Birthdate: 12-2-64 

‘Mission: Dominican Republic 
‘Political Affiliation: Repulican 
‘Height: 5’10" 


Brett Heinburger 
Birthplace: Okinawa, Japan 


rwuenT Rory 


Jeff Norton 
Birthdate: 8-6-66 
Mission: Viva Del Mar 


GPA: 3.4 

Republican 

Current temple recomend holder 
Phone: 375-8914 


Height: 6’1" 
mee 140 weight: 175 
Family Home Frans Group Mission: Tokyo North 
Leader ; 


GPA: 3.70 


urrent temple; recome id holder: 
m¢ going to medical school in 


Phone: 377-4493 


‘Tt 


¢ Home teacher 
August pene) gout wank to Ee Direct desendant of Brigham 
aon 
Young 
“| think I’m turning Japanese” 


AQUARIUS-A bad moon is on the rise, and this 
means trouble for your love life. The one you secretly 
| desire would rather havea kidney stone than be seen in 
public with you. Avoid all unnatural fibers this week. 


LEO-Favorable conditions on Mars clear the way for 
that big opportunity you have been waiting for; how- 
ever, it could mean giving up your spot inthe ballroom 
| dance troupe. Don’t rush into any decisions, look to 
|_ back issues of Field and Stream for advice. 


| TAURUS-You are a miserable wretch. Your phleg- 
matic demeanor is equaled only by your annoying post 
nasal drip. Consider a career in medical experiments. 


| GEMINI-Recent developments in Alpha Centurion 
_mean a large fuzzy spider will crawl into your mouth 
| while you are asleep. Tuesday is a good time to get a 
| tattoo; however, avoid roses and anchors. 


SCORPIO—While picking up a dropped pencil, you 
will recieve an off-color comment from the grounds 
crew. Stay away from tight trousers and tool belts at all 
costs. 


CANCER—The one you love is frolicking with another 
on Monday nights after 10:00 pm. Do not despair. I’m 
| sure you can find a lonely Taurus until something 
better comes along. 


rere Cee 
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VIRGO-—An episode of Charles in Charge contains a 
special message for youthis week. Remember who you 
are and what you stand for. 


CAPRICORN-Somebody saw you scratch that red 
Pinto in Reams’ parking lot last Saturday. Try putting 
alittle less moussein your hair. An Aquariusis secretly 
checking you out. 


ARIES—There are large globular things on Pluto this 
week; this means one of two things: a) Your phero- 
mones are sending out primal mating signals to those 
around you, orb) You should have that mole on your 
back checked out. 


LIBRA-You should change your major for the sixth 
time this week, you should stop going to The Palace on 
Thursday nights and stay home and study. Be nice to 
a Taurus this week. 


PISCES—A Leo will ask you out this week. Politely 


decline. That secret you told your roommate last week 
isallovercampus. Attention from the opposite sex will 


be overwhelming. 


SAGITTAURIUS-Resort to diplomacy only if brute 


force fails. An effervescent freshman Aries has noticed 
your new haircut. Eliminate the word “fetch” from 


your volcabulary. 


Be Or te ty fia Ne By Ae by A O'S 


We Are 


Brian Taylor 

Birthdate: 2-17-66 

Height: 5' 10" 

Mission: Quito, Ecuador 

Weight: 165 

Hometown: Lander, Wyoming 
Current Temple recomend holder 
Temple coordinator 

“I don’t spend much on a typical 
date.” 


Coming soon toa 
complacent, safe, 
world-is-our-cam- 
pus kind of place 
near you— 


Hands Aeriss BY 


Watch for details 
as we try to find 
a cause worthy 

of such an event. 


page 9 


Not actual photographs. 


Matt Yarrow 

Mission: Ecuador, Quayaquil 
Height: 6' 

weight: 185 

Major: English 

Favorite song: “Whole lotta 
Lovin’” 

Hometeacher 

“large bossoms” 


page 10 


by J.P. Riley 


HAWN STOPPED BY for no reason after six 

beers, four wine coolers and a half pint 

of vodka, with eyes crimson like fresh 
venison. His normally broad shoulders 
sagged to the center and his head flopped like 
my three-week-old cousin's, his eyelids 
bloated and his saliva drooling. Shawn nor- 
mally visited to discuss world affairs, to refute 
his old mission president’s advice or to joke 
around seductively, but tonight he couldn’t 
crawl to the bathroom. 

“So you like that guy Mark? He’s a stud, 
Jody. Like him?” 

“Uh... I don’t know him very well, but he 
seems pretty nice,” Isaid. My eyebrows metin 
the middle as I looked out to the street light 
shining in on my slobbbering friend. It re- 
minded me of high school and all my non- 
Mormon buddies. 

“Come on, Shawn, jump up off the floor.” I 
prodded, but once Shawn hit the carpet his in- 
toxicated, atrophied muscles were listless; his 
body coiled like a cold kindergartner at nap 
time. He said he’d never doit again. Wasit his 
classwork or his girlfriends or his massacred 
testimony this time? Was it sympathy or anger 
he expected and which would I give him? 

“Damnit — I was supposed to be good. 
Now you're mad.” 

“No, Shawn, I’m scared. I don’t want you to 
end up like my dad.” 

“What's your Dad like?” 


WEDNESDAY, OCT.18 
@ World Games, Deseret Towers Field 


-5 p.m. 


THURSDAY, OCT, 19 


ener ace 


What We Do When We Come Home 


“Alcoholic and 
sad, alone and an- 
gry, inactive and 
faithless.” I recalled 
a night my father’s 
friends dropped in 
for vodka and or- 
ange juice a few 
years back. I was 
home alone and 
they slobbered and 
sang to me when I 
stepped out of my 
room. I felt sick and 
betrayed to see my 
father gurgling with 
those slobs, but they 
all loved me. “Oh I, 
tell ya something, I 
think you'll under- 
stand. When I, say 
that something — I 
wanna hold your 
hand. I wanna hold 
your hand. I wanna 
hold your hand.” 

Shawn started to 
mumble an old 
Smiths song: “See the life I’ve had could make 
a good man turn bad. So please, please, please, 
let me get what I want. Lord knows this would 
be the first time.” He flopped on his side and 


Zi 


the wood as he slurred, “soya like Mark, uh? 
Yaeez a stud.” 

“You stay here, Shawn. Don’t move.” 

“Stop dancing then.” I hadn’t budged. 

I marched through the hall, flung open the 
front door and saw the designated driver on 
the bottom step, sipping his less-filling Miller 
Lite. With a few unorthodox words I asked 
“Do you have any idea about what's going on 
in his life?” 

“No. What's going on in his life?” 

“You served in the same mission and you 
drink the same beer and you don’t know aut 
thing about him. You're classic.” 

“He bought it all.” 

“| don’t care. Help me with him.” 

We limped him into the bathroom where he 
let it all go and splattered the tile. We heard 
him wretch out all his fun into the foul ceramic 
rim. The driver apologized. ~ 

Shawn whispered, “Hold my hand, Jody.” 
[hesitantly grasped his trembling palm and he 
asked, “Do you know the Church is true?” 

“Yes.” 

“How?” 

“1 feel it.” 

SR art by Deirdre C. Calhoun sek 
rammed into the coffee table with his head. 
“Hugh! I couldn’t even feel that” and he 
smashed into the table again to convince him- 
self. I bit my bottom lip and pulled him from 


J.P. has seen several good men turn bad at 
Brigham Young University. She's thinking about 
a mission. 


HOMECOMING 


@ Honored Alumni Lecture Series 


Lectures In Each College- Check With Your 
College For Location 11 a.m.- Noon 


@ SAC Lunch Lecture,Kimball Tower Quad 


Noon- 2 p.m. 


@ Bike Polo, Deseret Towers Field 3-7 p.m. 
@ Concerts Impromptu, Step Down Lounge ELWC 


7 p.m. 
FRIDAY, OCT.20 


@ Alumni Career Connections, 375 ELWC 
8 a.m.- Noon (Sign up in advance at the Alumni House) 

@ Pep Rally / Chalk Talk With LaVell Edwards,Coaches, 
and Players. Checkerboard Quad, Noon 

@ Homecoming Banquet, ELWC Ballroom 5:30 p.m. 
Purchase Tickets at the Alumni House through Wednesday 
Oct 18. Speaker: James C. Fletcher, Former 
Administrator of NASA 

@ Homecoming Spectacular,"Celebrating the Music" 
Marriot Center, 7:30 p.m. Tickets: Marriot Center Ticket 


Office 378-BYU1 


@ Homecoming Choral Showcase, Provo Tabernacle, 7:30 p.m. 
Music Ticket Office, HFAC 
@ Bonfire Dance, West Stadium Parking Lot, 9 p.m. 


OUGAR CABLE 


So Stepdown lounge 


BYU 


STUDENT SERVICE ASSOCIATION 


SCHEDULE OF EVENTS 
FOR MORE INFORMATION CALL: 378-2475 


@ Homecoming Dance Tickets Are 
Available at the Varsity Theatre 
Ticket Office 

@ Homecoming T-Shirts are available 
through BYUSSA 

fourth floor, ELWC, or the 
Alumni House 
SATURDAY, OCT, 21 
@ 5K Roadrace, McDonald Health Center. 
8:30 a.m.-Women 
8:45 a.m.- Men 
@ 10 Speed Roadrace, Marriot Center, 8 a.m. 
@ Homecoming Parade, 9 a.m. 
(Start at 700 E. and Center St., go west to 
University and turn north, finish at 
Smith Field House Parking Lot) 
Funfest (Pregame Party), Helaman Field (south of stadium) 
11 a.m. Food and Entertainment. Free Admission 
Homecoming Football Game, Cougar Stadium, BYU vs. UTEP 
1:30 p.m. 
Homecoming Spectacular,"Celebrating The Music" Marriot 

Center, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: Marriot Center Ticket Office 

Homecoming Choral Showcase, Provo Tabernacle, 7:30 p.m. 
Tickets: Music Ticket Office - HFAC 

Dances: ELWC Ballroom ( Live Band, 'Class Addition’) 
Excelsior, Tanner Bldg. , East Bay, 9 p.m. 


on campus 24 In Provo 


(Sign up at 7:00 a.m.) 
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The Real Reason Denver 
Lost in Super Bowl XXII 


by Thane Walton 


I hung up the phone and contemplated my next move. One in the 
morning, I had just finished giving my report by telephone to the Assis- 
tants. For the second year in a row Denver, my Denver, the team of my 
childhood, the Orange Crush, the home of Rick Upchurch, Randy Gra- 
| dishar and now John Elway, was in the Super Bowl. And for the second 
| year in a row I would miss it. 

I had known a mission would be a sacrifice, but this was asking too 
much. When Denver lost to the New York Giants in Super Bow] XXI a year 
before, I was crushed. I suffered severe withdrawls. But I knew that one 
_| day my team would rise again. 

Through a twist of fate | now had the chance to see it, too. I was in Berlin, 
and the soldiers there wanted to see the big game. The Armed Forces 
Network was to televise the game liveat onea.m. One concerned member 
had decided to loan one companionship in their ward a small television 
with which to watch the game, and I was invited. 

What a decision. I couldn't sleep. At first | was strong. But every time 
I closed my eyes, I saw John Elway rolling left and throwing right. The 
human Ginzu, slicing and dicing defenses like no other QB could. Finally, 
I decided to call and find out the score. Ten nothing, Denver led. It took 
‘my companion and me thirty seconds to put on our clothes and get out the 
-| door. 

Well, I suppose everything must be learned the hard way. I remember 
someone saying thatif you just work hard and obey the mission rules, those 
at home will be blessed. In my eagerness to watch Denver, | had brought 
down wrath fromabove. Aftera long subway rideand a short walk to their 
apartment, my companion and J learned to our dismay that Washington |- 
_| had scored five touchdowns during our ride. The further we progressed 
down the trail to breaking the rules, the further behind Denver fell. 

Final score: Washington 42, Denver 10, and J was left alone to feel the 
blame for what would have otherwise been a certain Denver victory. 


Football Cheat-sheet 


As a service to the 1989 Cougar Football fans, we have provided the 
following information. It’s.a brief pronunciation guide to those names that 
never seem to make it past our lips. No more stumbling on names like 
“Tujague” or “Tuipulotu.” So here it is, the Cougar Football Pronunciation 
Guide—something no true Cougar Football fan can live without. 


Matt Bellini — Buh-LEE-nee 
Jason Chaffetz — CHAY-fetz 
Mohammed Elewonibi — Mo E]-luh-wah-NEE-bee 
Alema Fitisemanu — Uh-LEM-uh Fee-tee-suh-Mah-new 
Tau Harrington — rhymes with now 
Chris Hoge — Hodge 
Kirk Holle — HALL-ee 
Bruce Jenne — JENN 
Fotu Katoa — FOE-Two Kah-TOE-uh 
Rich Kaufusi — Kah-FOO-see 
Robert Lapuaho — La-POOH-ah-hoe 
Keith Lever — LEE-vurr 
John Mausia — MOW(now)-zee-uh 
Matt Odle — OH-dull 
Falemao Pili — Fall-uh-MAH-oh PEE-lee 
Mike Salido — Suh-LEE-doh 
Kapi Sikahema — Cappy See-kah-HEM-muh 
Sim Tiatia — TEE-uh-TEE-uh 
Peter Tuipulotu — Two-ee-pooh-LOW-two 
Garrett Tujague — TWO-jay 


by Dave Carpenter 


When I was 14, my best friend’s 
dad somehow swung front row 
boxestoa Cubs’ game. So, with mitts 
and caps and young babbling excite- 
ment, we rode the elevated train to 
Wrigley Field. Naturally, in this 
story most typical of my years as a 
Cubs’ fan, the game was rained out. 
Yet again this season, the Cubs have 
broken the hearts of millions, and for 
the forty-fourth consecutive year, 
Wrigley Field will stand vacant in 
late October. 

But very strangely, those fans 
whose hopes have been washed out 
so often do not leave for fairer- 
weather teams. In fact, against all 
reason, more stream in annually to 
be a part of the disappointment. 
Even Pavlov’s dog would have long 
since fled at the sound of the bell if he 
were kicked in the teeth as often as 
Cubs’ fans. 

For those unfamiliar with history, 
the Cubs have not won the World 
Series since the administration of 
Teddy Roosevelt. They haven’t even 
reached the Series during the life- 
times of any of their current players. 
They should have gone in 69, but 
collapsed before the Miracle Shmets. 
They won their division in ‘84 and 
again this fall, but the anti-Cubs 
Garvey and Clark arose to strike 
them down. Futility has long since 


ceased to adequately describe the 
Cubs. 

My own attachment began in the 
early seventies, around the time of 
Ernie Banks’ 500th homer. I had a 
cap with a “C” on it, which I wore 
proudly until the day someone told 
me it was the Cleveland Indians’ 
“C” and not the Cubs’. I never wore 
it again: I wasn'ta baseball fan, I was 
a Cubs’ fan. From the age of ac- 
countability I sang the old fight song 
with conviction: “The Cubs are gon- 
na hit today, they’re gonna pitch 
today, they’re gonna field today. 


‘Come what may, the Cubs are gonna 


WIN today!” And each year, my 
friends and I, (except for the outcast 
White Soxers) found reasons to be- 
lieve in those awful teams of the 
seventies, until the moment of their 
mathematical elimination. 

Approaching adulthood, when 
asked where I wanted to serve a 
mission, I replied Chicago, Wrigley 
Left Field Bleachers. In 1984, I al- 
most lost a sister-in-law when she 
decided to cheer for the Padres in the 
playoffs. Feelings for the team have 
always been deep, but especially in 
those rare contending years. If you 
can take my story, and multiply it by 
millions, you will have some idea of 
the extent of Cubfandom. 

There is truly something strange 
about this fatal attraction. Insane 
hope, undaunted by past delusions, 


SR SCOREBOARD 


NFC STANDINGS 

EASTERN PE 
N.Y. Giants 155 
Philadelphia 152 
Washington 154 
Phoenix 103 
68 
PE 
192 
126 
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3 
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3 
2 
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4 
3 
3 
3 
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5 
3 
3 
2 
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PARITY: NOW YOU CIT 

Bad week for the big “C’s”: Cleveland, Chicago, 
and Cincinnati all were reminded that there isn’t 
much between the good and the average in the 
NFL. Moving on to the “D/s”, Detroit got into the 
wins, and even Dallas played decently. Defense 
continues to dominate. 

Minnesota 26, Green Bay 14 

Herschel ran for 8.2 yds. per carry, but the Vikes 
D stuck the Packers O for the W. Majkowski 
sacked 8 times, count them. He did. 

Denver 14, Indianapolis 3 

Boy was I wrong. Broncs stifling defense gave 
Colts offense a mere 128 yds, only 35 yds. to 
Dickerson. 


Houston 33, Chicago 28 7 
Oilers stuffed Bears’ running, beat them deep. Dit 
school of motivation: “I don’t know if we’re capable 
of winning another game._I don’t think we are.” 
Miami 20, Cincinnati 13 

First time in Marino's career Dolphins win without 
TD pass. 

San Francisco 31, Dallas 14 

49ers’ experience shows after 14-14 tie in 4th qtr. 
Steve Young gets to play: 13-18-174, 1 int., 2 TD's 
passing, 11-79 rushing. 

Detroit 17, Tampa Bay 16 

R. Peete (R. Cunningham II? Give him time.) caps 76 
yd. drive with 5 yd. game winning TD run. 
Pittsburgh 17, Cleveland 7 

Did the Steelers really lose to Cleveland 51-0 in the 
season opener, or was I dreaming? They won this 
one without starting QB. Twilight zone team '89. 
Seattle 17, San Diego 16 

Chargers had better stats, (Le. McMahon 268 yds. 
passing, Krieg 139 yds.), but booted game away. 
New Orleans 29, New York Jets 14 

Name -of-the-year-so-far Saints DE Jumpy Geathers 
recovered 2 fumbles. Saints best 2-4 tear in NFL. 
Los Angeles Rams 20, Kansas City 14 

Bo JACK-son: 11 carries for 85 yds. 1 TD. ‘I didn't go 
all out. I feel now like I'm ready to play.” 
Philadelphia 20, Phoenix 5 

Should've stayed in bed: Card's QB Tom Tupa: 6 
int.'s, 6sacks. Final TD: Cunningham scrambles 17 
seconds, throws 40 yd. pass. 

Atlanta 16, New England 15 

Missed PAT the difference. Deion Sanders may talk 
a lot, but he’s GOOD: 60 yd. kick-off return in traffic. 
New York Giants 20, Washington 17 

Giants: 2 4th down conversions in 4th qtr. lead to 
TD's. Have won 9 of last 12 from Redskins. 


THIS WEEK 

Can Dallas win? Close, but Kansas City by 5. 

Aerial fireworks as Dolphins beat Packers by 4. 

Both Colts and Bengals have been jumpy, Cincy by 2. 

Does Bo know winning? Not quite, Eagles by 6. 

Walker vs. Sanders, but Vikes crush Lions by 8. 

Can Buffalo lose to the Jets? They'll try but win by 5. 

Battle of the schizophrenics: Houston by 6 over Pitt. 

Vinny or no, Washington rugs Tampa Bay by 9. 

49ers should ransack the Patriots, we'll give them 10. 

Falcoris win two in a row! Beat Phoenix by only 1. 

Seattle almost passes big test vs. Denver, but falls by 2. 

Rams vs. Saints: the names tell the story, L.A. by 6. 

Giants are rolling, this week over the Chargers by 7. 

Bears without D, Cleveland no O, but Bears have won 
the big games this year, will take Browns by 2. 


- Requiem for the Cubs 


pours into the heart of every Cubs’ 
fan with any trickle of a chance of 
victory. Therefore, it should come 
as no surprise to the irrational that 
when playoff tickets went on sale 
this year, the Cubs were swamped 
by 29 MILLION calls. They over- 
whelmed the Bell system and 
knocked out phone service on the 
north side of Chicago for hours. In 
typical Cub fashion, some lucky fans 
who finally got through became so 
excited that they disconnected the 
phone. 

Maybe there’s something in the 
ivy. Maybe Harry Caray’s voice 
transmits post hypnotic suggestions 
in its slurred tones. Maybe certain 
souls were designated Cubs’ fans in 
the pre-earth councils so they could 
develop patience and longsuffering 
in this life. Whatever the reason, 
millions who hoped again are once 
more in mourning, as the unselfish 
Cubs have given joy to the greedy 
Bay Area this fall. And as the World 
Series rolls on unnoticed, these 
growing throngs join in the age old 
Cub refrain, which Walt Whitman 
almost lived long enough to write: 


Exult, O A’s, and Giants swell, 
But I with anguished tread 

Walk the deck where my Cubs lie, 
Fallen cold and dead. 


..but wait’ll NEXT year. 


WAC STANDINGS 
if 


Colorado St. 
Wyoming 
UTEP 

Utah 

New Mexico 


BYU 45, COLORADO ST. 16 


ANON RwWeE RHEE RONNNNHOO 
coooorroooMococoooooSo 


32:17 
Individual leaders 
RUSHING-BYU: Whittingham 13-81, Bellini 9-38, 
Tuipulotu 5-44. CSU: Yert 11-44, Alford 9-33, 
Carr 418. 
PASSING—BYU: Detmer 20-37-338 yds, 2 int.'s, 3 
TD's. 3-4-43 yds., 0 int.'s, 1 TD. 
CSU: Gimenez 11-19-108 yds,, 0 int.'s, 0 TD's. 
Verdugo 2-4-31 yds, 2 int.’s,0 TD's. 
RECEIVING-BYU: Smith 9-149, Boyce 3-43, 
Valdez 3-32. CSU: Willis 4-34, Primus 3-53, 
Ratzlaff 2-37. 


COLLEGE FOOTBALL 

TOP TEAM RESULTS 

#1 Notre Dame (6-0) knocked off Air Force 41-27. 
#2 Miami, Fla. (6-0) sautéed San Jose St. 48-16. 

#3 Colorado (6-0) ionized Iowa St. 52-17. 

#4 Nebraska (6-0) nuked Missouri 50-7. 

#5 Michigan (4-1) mounted Michigan St. 10-7. 

#6 Tennessee (5-0) studied. 

#7 Arkansas (6-0) terminated Texas Tech 45-13. 
#8 USC (5-1) unseated California 31-15. 

#9 Pittsburgh pinned Navy 31-14. 

#10 Auburn (4-1) awed LSU 10-4. 

#16 Houston (4-1) shut down by Texas A&M 17-13. 
#21 Arizona (4-2) annihalated UCLA 42-7. 
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Missionaries and Handguns: 


One Elder’s 
Opinion 


by Colin Bay 


I’m sure times have changed, and 
it’s been some years now since I was 
onmy mission. But | know one thing 
that even now is sure to remain high 
on the list of P-day discussion topics 
and early in the pages of each 
mission’s white book: handguns. 
The debate seems endless. 

My first experience with mission- 
aries and concealable firearms came 
in the mission home, just hours be- 
fore I was sent to my first area in 
Japan—Ogaki—which I soon 
learned was a small town with little 
big-game hunting and severe short- 
ages of small-caliber ammo in the 
shops. Before leaving for Ogaki, the 
assistants sat me down with a list of 
mission supplies that I could choose 
to buy, the usual things like a tape 
recorder, filmstrip projector, extra 
calling cards (in boxes of 200), mis- 


sion stationery, movie discount tick- 
ets, Batman nightwear, vinyl 
flipcharts. 

Towards the bottom of the list, 
though, I found some items that 
surprised me: .22 scopes, bandoli- 
ers, underarm holster straps, .38 
snubnose ammo (also in boxes of 
200), subscriptions to American 
Handgun, and a paperback of Grunt 
von Leftowitz’s Lugers for Mission- 
aries. Something was very wrong 
here. Imagine my surprise, seeing 
all those accessories, but no actual 
pieces—yes, there were clips and 
belts and scopes, but no guns them- 
selves. What was going on here in 
Japan? Why noreal hardware? Ihad 
brought no gun with me, and didn’t 
know what to do. 

But it wouldn’t be fair to take sides 
before explaining the issues. 


A Right or a Privilege? 

In my mission, and I’m sure it 
wasn’t much different in yours, the 
debates always seemed to degener- 
ate into two unalterably opposed 
sides, which we called the Savers 
and the Exalters. The Savers held 
that, like general salvation (i.e., life 
after death with an immortal body), 
guns were a gift to all with the same 
status asaright. The Exalters, on the 
other hand, were convinced that, 
like exaltation, guns werea privilege 
that had to be earned and so should 
go only to the most righteous: those 
who baptized the most, accumu- 
lated the most calltiacks, went on the 
fewest dates. The proper conclusion 
seemed equally obvious—and de- 
nying it equally heretical—to each of 
the sides. There was some unpleas- 
antness. 


Becoming True Mormons 


by Stephen Gibson 


“Have the Presbyterians any 
truth? Yes. Have the Baptists, Meth- 
odists, etc., any truth? Yes. They all 
have a little truth mixed with error. 
We should gather all the good and 
true principles in the world and 
treasure them up, or we shall not 
come out true Mormons.” (Teach- 
ings of the Prophet Joseph Smith, 
p-316) 

Regardless of Joseph Smith’s 
teachings, as a people we are ex- 
tremely ethnocentric. Too often 
white, middle-class, American cul- 
ture and values are presented as part 
of the gospel plan, regardless of 
where or whom we are teaching, or 
how applicable those values are to a 
unique culture or individual. Even 
worse is the fact that we often sepa- 
rate ourselves as individuals from 
others with whom we share some 
common religious beliefs. Mission- 
ary workand personal growth suffer 
because of this self-imposed isola- 
tion. We do not allow ourselves to 
learn from the non-LDS world. 

I remember an experience I had 
with this on my mission. It wasa Sat- 


re We be ee, 


urday, I think, and we had been at 
the doors all day. I was tired and so 
was my companion. We knocked at 
an apartment and waited. When the 
man answered the door I could tell 
he was angry. He recognized us 
immediately, declared himself a 
Jehovah’s Witness and quickly 
shouted that we would be damned 
because Joseph Smith edited the 
Bible. The Book of Revelation clearly 
states, he screamed on, that any one 
adding or taking away from the 
Bible would taste of hellfire. We 
waited for him to calm down. As he 
tried to catch his breath we quietly 
explained verses in the Old Testa- 
ment that say basically the same 
thing as the New Testament verses 
he quoted, that Revelation was writ- 
ten before the Gospel of John, and 
then asked why and when, if God 
had once loved His children enough 
to speak to them, He had stopped 
loving them enough to continue to 
do so. 

He slammed the door. 

We went and got lunch. 

Wednesday of the next week, as 


He eee eee OHH Ee Bee ee 


we rode on our bikes, an old pickup 
pulled over in front of us and the 
driver hopped out. He flagged us 
down and as we slowed I saw that it 
was the same man who had been so 
angry with us the Saturday before. I 
did not want to stop but we did. 

He came up to us and humbly 
apologized. He was sincere as he 
told us about some of the problems 
that had made him so angry that 
day. He apologized again for taking 
out his frustrations on us, inviting us 
to dinner 

I was impressed by the fact that he 
had stopped. He was living the 
Gospel as he understood it and had 
gone out of his way to do so. Iam 
sure it was not easy for him. This 
man taught me something about the 
Gospel and about the importance of 
living it, regardless of how difficult 
that can be at times. That is when 
living the Gospel is challenging, but 
only then are we truly living it. As I 
remember this man and his example 
I find myself wanting to be a better 
Christian. And isn’t that our goal as 
“true Mormons”? 


“way.” 


Some Unpleasantness 

The debate reached the melting 
point at one zone conference when 
Elder Smedley, a kind of mascot to 
the Savers, jokingly threatened 
Elder Cornhill, a leader of the Exal- 
ters, with violence. When Elder 
Smedley was shot witha small-bore 
Beretta, an Exalter favorite, every- 
one felt that things had gone too far. 
The situation was even worse be- 
cause a long-time investigator had 
been allowed to attend the confer- 
ence and quit the discussions after 
the shooting. In what later became 
known as the “fate defense,” Elder 
Cornhill said, “Guns don’t offend 
investigators, commandments do. 
He would have left the Church any- 
One sister spoke for .the 
group, all of them upset by now, 
when she said, “I have a feeling the 
President is going to add some re- 
strictions to our use of firearms.” 

Sure enough, at the next mission 
conference the President, without 
referring to the specific incident or 
using any names, announced a pro- 
gram of registering missionary fire- 
arms and limiting monthly pur- 
chases of ammo to 20 rounds for 
those who didn’t meet their weekly 
teaching goals. He seemed to be 
leaning to the Exalter side of the 
debate—unfairly, in the eyes of 
some, including his wife, though 
many defended his action. 

But nineteen- and twenty-year- 
olds are astonishingly resilient. The 
rule passed into tradition, becoming 
almost an institution in the mission, 
so that by the time I left Fujigaoka, 
late in my mission, hardly anyone 
questioned the axiom that our guns 
might sometimes be used unwisely. 


The Modern Debate 

More recent generations of elders 
and sisters have brought new ideas 
to the continuing dialogue on mis- 
sionaries and firearms. Many say of 
surly cabdrivers, procrastinating 
building superintendents, investi- 
gators who refuse to commit, and 
unhelpful Relief Society presidents, 
“They would have died of stress or 
been shot by someone else anyway. 
What we've done is actually much 
more charitable.” Others point out 
that there can scarcely be anything 


SR art by Scott Hendricks 


wrong, since they are scrupulous 
about making sure to use the cash 
and jewelry items acquired in the 
incidents: “Do you have any idea 
how much I’m saving my parents?” 
they ask. Still others mention the 
feeling of togetherness, of closeness 
and tradition, they get when taking 
steel in hand withacompanionoron 
a district activity—a special some- 
thing that tracting, visiting mem- 
bers, and teaching just can’t provide. 


Conclusions 

Missionary handguns—are they 
necessary? It’s not a question that 
will be settled soon. _We might. 
phraseit better, though, perhaps like 
this: Missionary handguns—what 
caliber is most effective? But these 
are matters of semantics, like the 
silly debates over little birds and 
Teflon bullets. The real issue is more 
essential—a question of our rela- 
tionship to the Church and to the | 
world. The important thing is not 
how we aim or what barrel length 
we prefer, but who we really are. 
Maybe, in the end, that’s what the 
finger on the trigger is really point- 
ing us towards. It’s worth thinking 
about. 


Colin has been home from his mission 
for some time now, but the issue of mis- 
sionaries and firearms still keeps him 
awake at night. 
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“Seventeen - Missionary Women” 


: by Joanna Brooks 


It is almost a matter of bragging 
rights among eighteen- and nine- 
teen- year old women. “I sent one 
out in the field this summer and I’m 
_ waiting for him.” "One? No biggie. 
Two guys think I’m waiting for 
_ them.” It’s the new-style Johnny 

Lingo. . 
My roommate and I beat them all. 
_ We are “seventeen-missionary 
- women.” Seventeen of our closest 
friends left on their missions this 
_ past summer. 

Unlike the average one- and two- 
missionary women, we are defi- 
nitely not “waiting” for any of them. 
_ We have built no missionary shrines 
_ in our dorm: there are no maps of 
Japan or Brazil with color coded 
stickers marking our dearly depart- 

eds’ locations; there are no giant 
_ countdown tally posters on our wall; 
_ there are no photocopies of badges; 
_ there are no pictures of nineteen- 
year-old boys with bad haircuts on 
our desks. 
Yet we share certain ties with 


these seventeen, ties formed as we - 


_ made stupid growing-up mistakes 
together. We have probably seen 
- 90% of these guys naked—whether 
by their own will (mooning or 
skinny dipping at Youth Confer- 
ence) or by sheer bad luck. This was 
definitely a mistake. Some of them 
we even kissed, and we count that 
among our biggest mistakes. 

___ So we attended the farewells of 


these guys. We had one last summer _ 


of semi-criminal fun with the guys 
that taught us how to ice block and 
_ how to hide under bushes from the 
helicopter police that patrol golf 
courses. And we write to the guys 
that taught us how to make an acid 
bomb that would destroy anyone’s 
mailbox. (One plastic two-liter 


bottle half-filled with pool acid. 
Drop ina wad of tinfoil, screw on the 
lid, shake, and run.) 

This summer, each weekend was 
tainted with a sense of finality and 
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impending doom. “This is the last 
In-n-Out burger I'll eat for two 


years”, or “This is the last time Ill go _ 


surfing fortwo years.” So there were 
paint gun wars, parties, and the fare- 
well. performance of our friends’ 
band (the drummer,. singer, and 
keyboard player are currently serv- 
ingin Louisiana, France, and Arkan- 
sas). : 

This was also the summer of re- 
venge. Occasionally, we females 
were even allowed to take minor 
roles. One memorable night, I acted 


‘as an accomplice to seven newly or- 


dained elders who donned panty- 
hose masks, wigs, and camouflage 
to wreak havoc on our stake dance. 
At nightfall, they scaled the walls of 
the church to ready trip wires at- 
tached to huge buckets of flour and 
trash cans of water in precarious po- 
sitions on the rain gutter of the 
church. At the stroke of 11:04 p.m., 
when the youth and leaders were 
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leaving the dance en masse, the 
heavens opened and lo and behold... 
. “Vengeance is mine,” thus saith the 
boys. The casualties were heavy: 
one toupée, one high fashion tie 
(circa 1973), five chaperones, and 
one Gunne Sax lace dress. 

Ah revenge, sweet revenge. . . 

And, oh yes, it was a summer of 
missionary farewells. We endured 
so many that we could chant for- 
mula farewell talks in unison with 
the speakers, like well-rehearsed 
catechisms. After hearing little sis- 
ters and girlfriends sing it fourteen 
times, we knew the lyrics to the song 
“In the Hollow of Thy Hand” espe- 
cially well. (Nine groups made it 
through without crying.) One Sun- 
day we attended three farewells— 
church at 9 a.m., 11 a.m., and 1 p.m. 
After each one, we emerged droning 
the familiar farewell chorus now 
engraved in our chromosomes: “till 
we meet, till we meet, till we meet. . 

There is a gradual desensitization 
that comes with so many farewells 
and repeated goodbyes. 

When the first elder left, we sent 
him off with the complete line of 
Deseret Books and enough brownies 
to feed the entire MTC. Long lines of 
girls lined up after the first farewells 
to giveeach departing elder one final 
hug before he was set apart. (Elders 
who we knew had never had girl- 
friends left their farewells wide- 
eyed and well compensated.) In 
June, we laid palm fronds along the 
streets lining each elder’s route to 
the airport. 

But by August, we had been to 
enough open houses, sat through 
enough farewells, and moistened 
enough Kleenexes to pay our dues 
until our sons left on their missions. 
The last elder to leave this summer 
got handshakes at his farewell, was 
handed a Snickers bar as he boarded 
the plane, and was sent a form letter 
from the collective young women of 
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the Stake. It read: 


“Good luck. .. we'll see you in two 
years. Write if you can, and when 
you do, please include your social 
security number and affix this com- 
plementary bar code sticker for easy 
identification and processing of 
your letter...” 

Mail is a whole new experience 
now. Returning letters has become 
an emotional imperative. A week’s 
delay brings replies like this to our 


mailbox (actual letter—Elder 
Scrivens, Idaho Boise Mission, 9-25- 
89) 

“Sticks and stones can break my 
bones / Rocks can really smart / 
Words can hurt like anything / But 
silence breaks the heart.” 

So we write, sending words of en- 
couragement and receiving tales of 
transformation and incredible dedi- 
cation. Our friendsare enduring bad 
food, severe illness, strange bugs 
living in their houses, strange bugs 
living in their bodies, endless work, 
and ever-present opposition. 

Their stories make the sacrifice, 
commitment, courage, and faith 
required of every missionary very 


z real to us. And their willingness to 


serve has inspired many of us to 


Itis wonderful indeed to have seven- 
teen friends like that. We can hardly 
> wait for the day when we are all 


: make missions part of our plansalso. 


reunited. 
5 “Wait” as in wait for a short en- 


gagement, a temple date, and a re- 
ception complete with mints and nut 
party mix? No. “Wait” for seven- 
teen boys to emerge as men from the 
crucible of trial and testimony that is 
amission? Yes. We look forward to 
the day when they get to sit through 
all of our missionary farewells. 
Ah revenge, sweet revenge. 


Joanna is planning a mission in three 
years. She'll announce when her fare- 
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every reason to believe in hei- 
rarchies of better and worse, and 
that I could make mistakes that 
would lead me to lose a race, that I’d 
beaccountable to the coach for those 
mistakes. She saw my hair getting 
brittle, knew my lungs wereexpand- 
ing, that | was improving in the pool, 
and that I was an embryo of a man 
she once loved, now largely con- 
fined by bad health to his home and 
to his crutch. As my arms stenciled 
their way across the water, and as I 
pursued what I found to be so meas- 
ureable, she saw me moving to- 
wards the lonely end of contrasts 
and judgments she wanted to and 
thought she had left behind. 

I never did see her at the swim 
meets, but knew she would be home 
when I was. She’d bend over her 
fabrics, talking about leaving her 
job, thecity. I would balance myself 
between a chair and the kitchen 
counter, arching my back, not know- 
ing why she always went alone on 
those drives over the mountains. 
She said she found an old mining 
town out there she liked, wanted to 
live there for awhile. She’d quit her 
job and leave her cluster of women, 
for another part of the state. 

By the time I returned from my 
mission, she’d quit her job, moved 
three times, and joined a new 
church. It was the Unity Church 
downtown. The pastor, a young 
articulate bearded man, gave a ser- 
mon on androgyny in the Garden of 
Eden. He walked back and forth in 
front of us, moving his arms like he 
was flag-signalling an airplane at 
night. A microphone was clipped to 
his tie. He explained that Eve being 
' formed from Adam’‘s rib was sym- 

bolic of the female part of all men, 
and that, equally, every woman had 
her corresponding male side. The 
pastor said this was what the Garden 
story was all about, that we are as 


much male as female, everyone of 
us. He said we as a race need to 
pursue and direct our lives towards 
that Edenic grace, towards a world 
where there is no male and female, 
only children of God. There were a 
thousand of us thereand J remember 
most in the audience were relieved 
to hear that in our natural, original 
state we lived in a world without 
sexual opposites. The pastor was 
formidable and compelling. 

Later I learned from a friend that 
the Unity Church doesn’t believe in 
any concept of sin, and that the word 
is never used in their meetings. It 
wasn’t used when I wasthere, which 
helps to explain the jubilance I could 
see in the congregation. Candles 
were given out, and we rose to pass 
a small flame between us. We 
hugged each other. We repeated 
phrases such as “the new, enlight- 
ened you,” or “burn bright your day 
and make full the moment.” 

The next Sunday I was speaking, 
giving my missionary report, in 
front of another congregation, in 
another part of Seattle. Mom was 
there. Her hands were folded and 
she was sitting away from the other 
people. She smiled at me, seeming 
less comfortable there in my church 
than in hers. She found things even 
more unsettling when I, midway 
through my talk, turned pale and 
passed out in mid-sentence. She 
watched as my chin dropped into 
my chest, stood there for over a 
minute until the bishopric together 
pried my hands off the podium, 
pulling me down into my seat. 
When I came to, through the sweat 
on my face and hands, I could see 
Mom was crying. The grief she 
always expected my faith would 
bring me wasn’t very hard at that 
point to see. 

It was difficult to explain to 
people. Mom had made the usual 
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_Charlie, yet another man. 


How’re you going to do it? 


Sunday omellete, I’d been getting 
my rest, and I’d never had a problem 
like this before. I don’t think my 
knees locked, either. I think it was 
that bearded man with the roving 
mike downtown who caused me to 
faint; it was his successful vision of 
beauty and harmony, devoid of sin 
and gender, that was so unnerving 
tome. I really can’t think of anything 
else. 

Mom got married in the Unity 
Church. I sat in the back and 
watched the wedding with Hal, an 
old friend of Mom’s. Both of us 
watched as she commited herself to 
I felt 
somewhat like the chlorinated, agi- 
tated boy I was in high school, only 
able to see what evil awaited men 
and women later on in life, from each 
other. 

I wouldn’t have thought at that 
point they'd still be married now, 
that they’d be thriving, so much 
happier. When I see Mom sitting 


with her husband Charlie, though. 


he’s three inches shorter than she, 
they seem to fit well into the warm, 
still spaces of wedded life. Spaces I 
didn’t know about. They seem to 
have learned, in the clouded half- 
light over the Puget Sound, about 
compliance, compromise, and 
youth. This is number three for 
them both; Charlie has three daugh- 
ters, and Mom has her three sons. 
She has a cat and hea dog. They go 
hiking. For their honeymoon they 
rafted down the Colorado River. I 
have a picture of them here, on their 
way south, and they’re leaning into 
each other, out of step. You can see 
the permanence and trust between 
them. Mom is smiling. They loved 
the canyons. 


Gary really dislikes having to throw 
something in like this at the last minute, 
to fill space. 
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Entre Floresy Alegria —s_ | 


by Connie Lael 


July 24, 1989 

The Spanish countryside whiz- 
zes by as I press my forehead onthe 
window and close my eyes. Several 
days ago I left the mission home in 
Barcelona and since then I’ve been 
with my family. They aren’t related 
to me, actually. I first met them 
about five years ago when I was 
looking for a job and Julie and Jim 
were looking for someone to help 
with their house and kids. There 
are four children; Robin and Brita 
are close to my age but Ben and 
Ryan were just toddlers when | 
moved in. 

I changed diapers, scrubbed 
floors, cooked meals, and crawled 
out of my own bed in the middle of 
the night to put restless Ryan back 
into his. When Robin got married I 
even took Ben and Ryan to the park 
while everyone else was at the 
temple. Since my parents aren‘s 


LDS, whenit cametime for meto go . 


on my mission Jim and Julie sent 
me. Now they’ve come to take me 
home. 

I remember my first week in 
Spain. On a rainy Sunday after- 
noon my companion and | had a 
discussion in an old rickety apart- 
ment building. Afterwards we all 
sat sipping steaming bitter choco- 
late with our feet ona butane heater 
that was under the table, our faces 
red from the heat. Outside the 
window I could see close cobble- 
stone streets and old houses with 
tall, thin, yawning windows, 
probably built before the Spanish 
civil war. Behind my companion’s 
head there was a huge color TV on 
a rickety old bookshelf. Nobody 
had bothered to turn off the TV 
when we came and I noticed “The 
Wizard of Oz” was on. Dorothy 
was speaking in Spanish I could not 
yet understand, but she stood in 
front of Glenda the Good Witch, 
clutching Toto. | tapped my own 
wet feet together three times under 
the table, closed my eyes and 
mouthed with Dorothy “There’s no 
place like home.” 

Ben and Ryan read comic books 
in the back seat. Next to me, Brita’s 
head lolls forward over her Spanish 
Vogueand on the other sideof Brita 
Robin listens to her headphones 
and scribbles into a notebook. In 
front, Julie is pouring over 
Frommer's Guide and commenting 
on an article on Provencal cooking 
to Jim as he drives the seven of us 
out of Spain and into France. 


The blasts of air conditioning 


warding off the blazing Spanish 
sunmake me shiver. If] press my 
face hard against the window 
glass, I can still feel the heat out- 
side. It is the same heat that 
poured sweat down my back as 
my companion and I walked the 
streets, the heat that made it hard 
to sleep at night and sent every- 
one in the cities to the beach all 
day; we haven't escaped the heat 
yet, but we will. 

Yesterday all of us except 
Robin went to church in one of 
my old areas. We filled up an 
entire row in the little chapel. 
After sacrament meeting we all 
went to eat dinner with a family 
my companion and I had bap- 
tized. When we left, Alicia, the 
mother, wept openly. 

“Hermana, | don’t want you to 
leave, I’m afraid I’ll never see you 
again” she said as she kissed me 
on both cheeks. Her mascara had 
run down her cheeks with her 
tears and the salty black stuff 
smeared across my face. The 
sweat from the humidity had 
made our skin stick together and 


‘as I pulled back I pealed away. 


When I open my eyes Robin is 
writing a postcard. She flips it 
over and I see anoriental woman 
in a kimono on the front. 

“Where did you get that?” I 
ask. 

“At a feminist bookstore in 
Barcelona,” she says handing me 
the card. “It’s a Japanese femi- 
nist. I got a list of feminist book- 
stores for every city we'll be visit- 
ing, it’s sort of my theme for the 
trip.” , 

“Can I go with you next time 
Rob?” Brita asks. 

“I think I might like to go too.” 
I hand her back the postcard. 
Nobody mentions her husband; 
Julie told me they separated. 

Robin has cut her brown hair 
butch-short, except for a bowl- 
shaped shock died almost white 
at the crown. With her wire- 
rimmed glasses she looks like an 
avant-gard monk. Robin doesn’t 
fit the role she’s played inside of 
my head for the past year and a 
half. 

“Tell us about your mission, 
Connie.” Julie tries to start up a 
conversation. 

“Well, I was in Alicante for 
eight months...” eight months 
and I don’t have anything to say 
about it. How can I squeeze 
hours, daysand years of pain and 
love into polite conversation? 


We're climbing into the Pyrenees. 
There are more pines and less cork 
passing by the window and I pretend 
I’‘masleep. Only a few days ago I was 
in Alicante, saying goodbye to 
Carmen, Eva and Ana. The day we 
knocked on her door Carmen told us 
to wait there in the doorway and 
disappeared into her house. Shecame 
out carrying a large picture she had 
painted, a strong young man under 
an olive tree looking out over Jerusa- 
lem, wise and clear eyed, not bloody 
suffering. “I believe in Christ” she 
said “for me he is everything.” When 
we passed through the foyer we met 
her daughters, Eva and Ana, waiting 
quietly on the sofa. At their baptism I , 
cried for joy. That sweaty morning ! Gear 
the bus pulled out of the station I i 
couldn’t bring myself to look back. 

‘NVivelaFrance!” Brita shouts as we 
cross the frontier. My neck feels stiff, 

I must have fallen asleep with my face 
to the glass. I turn and watch the 
highway behind us then close my 
eyes so tight it engraves the road on 


the inside of my eyelids. Like some 4 
sort of Pater Noster, I think the lyrics 4 
of “Qué Viva Espafia.” 

“Entre flores fandanguillos y 4 
alegria...” { 


by Shannon Foster 


The phonerang. “So, you’re adjusted,” my bud cruelly 
asked. 

“Yes,” | chirped. “This is easier than everyone said it 
would be.” 

“Have you been outside of the house ALONE since 
you've been back?” 

Silence. I’d been discovered. 

So what is PMS (Post-Mission Syndrome) anyway? It 
certainly can’t be taken care of by ODing on Midol (I tried. 
No go). Is it trying to translate Spanish prayer cliches to 
English and finding out theyre not the same? Is it 
figuring out what language the MTV DJ grunts again? Or 
dealing with THE DOOR SCENE? 

PMSis waking up on Sunday and realizing no one cares 
if 1 go to church or not. I don’t have the power to change 
lives anymore. No one wants to see my pictures. Or cares 
about the time my slip fell down as I stepped up into the 
bus juggling two boxes and a suitcase in downtown 
Guatemala City during rush hour. I can’t make anyone 
feel the heat itching down my neck and the dust inching 
up my ankles as I would walk down the Tiquisate dirt 
streets, fighting for space with the dogs and pigs. 

I’d been transported out of my perfectly comfy world to 
an alien one, but I’d always expected I’d be allowed back. 
In Guatemala I was alone, but I had a purpose. 1 had 
direction; every action was important. Hermana Foster 
meant something—a servant of God. I accustomed my- 
self because I had to eventually fit into a foreign world. 

At home, the house hadn’‘t moved or even been painted 


i In a room where. 
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you've been — 
by Gary Burgess 


I see talcum and blue tile, 
the shaving cream left now 
on our shower curtain 
covered with llamas. 

In my mug curls 

one of your long hairs 


You scattered pistachios 
and severed grape vines 
ina late afternoon light 
I asked you to love. 
That light left hours ago 
and they are still here, 
on the counter top, 

in a cross hatch. 


There's the lizard skin 


and that framed, breathless woman i" ve 
on the wall with a faded neck too long, [ee 
eyes that drop towards fy é 


my hands and the yellow towels behind. 
I tilt a patient gardenia out of the tub, j 
buying its weight with my toe, l \ 
testing her attention, : : 


watching in a room ; Ib: 


where you've been. 


x 


Getting it Under Control 


since I had left, and the garage still hadn’t been cleaned 
out. Provo hadn’t even changed, especially the JKHB 
carpet. The stage is the same but the characters are dif- 

_ ferent. I don’t know my role. My squeeky brother is 
now taller than I am and can sing bass. Only ghosts 
remain of my pre-mission friends—memories: Old 
boyfriends are fat and married; old girl buddies are 
skinny and married. 


So what ndw? Do I just conform to the path of ~ 


expectation and policy politely set out before'me? I 
don’t want to. The map says Ill graduate in August, 
teach English on the California coast, sometime marry 
an RM whoalso speaks Spanish and have 8.7 kids. Pre- 
dictable. Safe. Boring. I’m confused. Is religion 
dictating my life? I don’t wat to follow the other 
Mormons lemminglike to the Celestial Kingdom. 

I'll carve my own path. I think I'll get a Masters next 
fallinEnglish. Or maybe Communications. I try out for 
a play. I submit computer hacked papers to Insight. 
I’m writing my first SR article. I went to the circus last 
Monday. I want to skydive again. Idon’t know exactly 
where I’m going, but I’mtrodding my way outofatwo- 
month PMS bog of confusion. ; 

I still have PMS symptoms. I’m famous for pro- 
nouncing Mephi “Nefi” and having Spanish slip out 
unexpectedly. Any mention of Guatemala gets me all 
teary-eyed, but I don’t want to go backasa missionary. 
I gotta go on. ; 
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‘by BJ Fogg 
| - Of course, I knew the white bible 
said visiting missionaries in the field 

was forbidden. But I had long since 
_ parted with my own biblia blanca, its 
_ pages thinned and soiled by ortho- 

dox observance. And I had glued it 

securely in my mission scrapbook. 
_ The guidelines in that little manual 
would not stop me. 


“sh — +. Se : 
No, I was just an ordinary traveler, 
a traveler who just happened to be 
visiting Guatemala, a country that 
just happened to be where my 
‘brother was a missionary. Who 
“could foresee that I would just hap- 
_ pen to run into him? 
Mike couldn’t. But I could. 
When Mike received his mission 
call, my parents wondered if he was 
really ready to go. Although he had 
own to be a thick 6' 2", sometimes 
they questioned Mike’s judgment. 
Maybe it was the time Mike came 
home in Mom’s Mercedes with fresh 
dents on both sides of the car. Sure, 
my parents would learn to live with 
the dents, but his explanation was 
hard to swallow: He was driving 


home on the highway. He fell 


asleep, heard a thud, and woke up 
on the other side of the divider. 
That’s it, he said. That’s the whole 
story. 
But Mike went off to Guatemala 
anyway. ; 
I wrote to him often. In fact, may 
have been his most faithful letter- 
_ writer. Perhaps I hoped that the 
postal deluge would drown my re- 
grets about the past. While growing 
up, my older brother and I teased 
Mike a lot. Much later, in Psychol- 


ogy 111, 1 learned about birth order | 


theory, which compounded the 
problem. 

Mike was a middle child, isolated 
in a large family. I belonged to the 
older sibling cluster, three over- 


achievers born within four years. On 


the tail end of the family was another 
three-sibbling cluster. And right in 


the middle was Mike. He never 
qualified to be part of either the older 
or younger group. Mike was just 
‘Mike. 

I traveled in an old bus (definitely 
not designed for tall people) from 
Guatemala City toward the west 
coast. The air became hotter, heav- 
ier, thicker with each descending 
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mile. Halfway to the coast, the bus 
driver took a break at the outdoor 
market in Esquintla. While waiting | 
tried not to think about how hungry 
I was or how my shirt clung to my 
sweaty back. I simply looked out the 
bus window. 

In the market the plump Guate- 
malan women harped their sales 
pitches. They pounded on my bus 
window, leaving smudges, and 
pointed to the plastic tub they bal- 
anced on their heads. Inside the tub 
were fresh watermelon slices. I 
shook my head no. The women 
grimaced and moved on. 

This scene reminded me of my 
own mission in Peru. These women 
could easily have been my investiga- 
tors or even the local Relief Society 
presidents. Peru taught me how 
such women depended on the few 
cents they made each day. The 
meager income could provide their 
children simple meals of rice and 
potatoes; it could purchase school 
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For Sale 


2 Girls winter semester apt. con- 
tracts. $140/mo.including utili- 
ties. Rare roommates- agreat bar- 
gain! Call 377-5027. 


Women's winter contract. MW, 
DW, W/D. 5 min. from campus. 
New furniture. Call 373-5972, or 
come see it. 161 E. 700N. #12. 


supplies to keep them matriculated. 
Still, [didn’t buy. Typhoid might be 
a problem here, I thought. 

The bus would soon take me to the 
small town of Puerto San Jose, 
Mike’s missionary town. Until that 
time Puerto San Jose was merely a 
name I’d written on so many enve- 
lopes. What would Mike do when I 


arrived so unexpectedly? What if he 
wasn’t even there? A transfer. A 
mission conference. 

Four years earlier while on my 
mission, I sometimes wished my 
parents would just show up in Peru. 
And my mind played tricks on me. 
Ocassionally I’d catch glimpses of 
Dad ina souvenir shop or Momona 
passing bus. During difficult 
times—trying to give people a gift 
they didn’t want to receive—I’d sit 
on my bed, pretend to study, and 
imagine what it would belike to hear 
a knock on the door, open it, and see 
Mom and Dad. I’d hug them for a 
long time. We'd go to dinner. I’d 
introduce them to my reluctant in- 
vestigators. They’d buy my com- 
panion some new shoes. They’d 
bear their testimonies at church and 
I'd translate. 

But the knock never came. 

As I walked the dusty streets of 
Puerto San Jose, the neighborhood 
began to buzz. Children playing 
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Free Classifieds 


Send your classifieds to P.O. Box 
#7092 Provo, UT 84602, or drop 
them in ELWC locker # 300. 


Help Wanted 


Sophomores/Juniors, $6-10/hr 
Earn/Learn with fastest growing! 


Utah business. Laugh at the no 
promotion blues. Call 24-hr record 
ing for details. 227-1259. 


outside their cinderblock houses 
would see me—a bearded gringo 
with a backpack—and run inside. 
The sefioras would come to their 
open doorways and watch me go by. 
Somehow they knew who I was: el 
hermano del Elder Fogg. 

While the neighborhood watched, 
I found the right address and 


Women's Volleyball! Ba 


Visiting Missionary Mike 


knocked on the door. I wanted Mike 
to open it and see me standing there. 
I wanted to see his expression of 
shock. 

A young girl answered. “Esté el 
Elder Fogg?” I asked. My Spanish 
was still pretty good. Without a 
word she ran back into the adjoining 
room. The seviora came out and in- 
vited mein. Elder Fogg wasn’t there, 
sheexplained. Heshould be back for 
lunch shortly. I could wait there. 

The seriora left me alone in the 
front room. I took my pack off and 
sat in front of the oscillating fan to 
cool down. I could hear the family 
preparing lunch in the kitchen, and I 
thought through the plans I’d made 
for the next day or so. 

Ten minutes later the door swung 
open. It was Mike. He had already 
heard the whispers on the street, so 
my arrival wasn’t the bolt of light- 
ning, the thunderous surprise, I had 
envisioned. But I was there. And so 
was he. We hugged for a long time. 
“Dude, you're freakin’ me out,” he 
said, over and over again. 


BJ lives in color. 
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The BYU sports that couldn't 
be seen are now on... 
The Gougar Cable Channel 
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Waiting For The Flash 


by Timothy O. Brown 


Paris Anderson's first book, Wait- 
ing for the Flash, is a delightful mix of 
mission seriousness and humor. 
The frank way Anderson presents 
the good and not-so-good of the 
mission experience is a refreshing 
change from the traditional view 
that, “It was the best two years of my 
life.” As Paris says, “not everything 
happens the New Era way.” 

Anderson does not judge the LDS 
mission experience. He uses the 
missionary journal of fictional Elder 
Ron Say to relate his feelings about 
many experiences, some of which 
are more typical than others. 
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Steve Erquiaga 
Keith Jones 


Paul Van Wageningen 


Thursday, November 2, 1989 
7:30 p.m. 
deJong Concert Hall 


Tickets: $7.00 Student/ 
Faculty/Sr. Citizen 


$9.00 General Public 


Tickets available at Music 
Ticket Office, HFAC, 
378-7444 


One of the principal motives that 
inspired Anderson to write Waiting 
for the Flash was to figure out what 
happened on his own mission. 
Much of the book is autobiographi- 
cal, and draws from the mission he 
served in Los Angeles and Mexico. 
Looking at his mission in retrospect, 
Anderson realizes and brings out in 
his book that typically, “Everything 


about a mission has to be‘presented 
with several grains of sugar sweet, 
wonderful and faith promoting.” 
Although Anderson directed his 
book towards future missionaries, I 
believe it appeals much more to re- 
turned missionaries. They can easily 
relate to Elder Say’s perceptions on 
leaders, authority seekers, self- 
righteousness, rules, the MTC, fears, 


SR Art by Cassie Christensen 


BRIGHAM YOUNG UNIVERSITY 
HONORS AND GENERAL EDUCATION 


and 


THE DEPARTMENT OF MUSIC 
PRESENT: 


ORPHEUS WIND 


QUINTET 


Darrel Stubbs- Oboe 
Gaylen Hatton- Horn 


Glenn Williams- Bassoon 


7:30 p.m. 
19 October 1989 
Coray Room (room 321), Karl G. Maeser Memorial 


Elaine Jorgensen- Flute 
David Randall- Clarinet 


A reception in the foyer for the artist and for the 


audience will follow the program 


tracting, transfers, visas, stats, being 
yourself, and being “pseudo- 
straight.” 

These perceptions are at times 
most enlightening and entertaining. 
At one point, Elder Say decides he 
should be more like his companion, 
the hard-to-get-along-with, self- 
righteous Elder Simmons. This is 
partially because the members feel 
Simmons is an exemplary mission- 
ary. Fortunately Say’s ex-compan- 
ion and good friend awakens him by 
telling him, “You're not being your- 
self: you're trying to be another 
Elder Simmons. The Lord wants an 
Elder Say. That’s why he called you. 
He’s probably already sick of the 
Simmons He’s got.” 

Andersonisin the finishing stages 
of his second book. This novel's 
underlying theme is also derived 
from his own life experiences. He 
did not meet his grandfather until he 
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was seventeen years old. Yet when 
he did, Paris noticed that they had 
many of the same character traits. 
This made Anderson wonder about 
his own identity, and the role he had 
in forming it. Was he just a continu- 
ation of his grandfather? “It makes 
you wonder about free will,” Paris 
commented. 

Waiting for the Flash is very en- 
joyable reading. I highly recom- 
mend it. Hopefully Anderson won't 
keep us waiting for the next book for 
long. Meanwhile, Flash is available 
for $7.95 (through November it is on 
sale for $4.95) at Atticus Books and 
the BYU Bookstore. Either way, it is 
well worth the price. According to 


_ Anderson, “Everyone should buy at 


least four or five copies—and one for 
the car.” 


Timothy has a nice bike. 


Everyone hasa different path to take; I’m not recommending skydiving to 
the weak in heart or staying in school forever as the Answer. But at least I’m 
not sitting in the middle of a well-established highway with my eyes closed, 
wondering why i’m not going anywhere while hearing everyone else rush 


by. 
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Wednesday, October 18. 
Lecture: 
“Honors Forum, Fred Axelgard, visiting professor from 
_Georgetown’s Center of Strategic Studies, on the 
Infitada, 4:00 p.m., MSRB 
Real Estate Lecture Series, “Real Estate & the 1990's: 
A Future of Reality?” Brent A. Palmer, 710 TNRB, 2:00 
*& 4:00 p.m. 
“Stress Management,” Counseling & Dovdpiion 


‘Center,151A, SWKT, 2:00 pm; 9783035 = > =: 


‘Theatre: 
“City of Peace,” Margetts Mens Theatre, HFAC, 7:30. 
p.m.Tickets: 378-7447 


"La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 


7:30p.m. 
“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Film: 
International Cinema, 250 SWKT 
Lecture on “The Belle of Amherst,” 3:15 p.m. 
“The Belle of Amherst,” 3:45 p.m. 
“Cria,” 5:45 p.m. 
“Young Torless,” 8:00 p.m. 
‘Music: 
_ Jazz Combos, Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, 


7:30 p.m., Free! 
Meeting: 
SAC YAK, Cougareat, 12:00 noon 


Thursday, October 19 


Lecture: 
“Choosing a Major,” Counseling & Development 
Center, 151A. SWKT, 3:00 p.m., 378-3035 
- Executive Lecture Series, “Competing With the Sharks 
in Sandy-ego,” 710 TNRB, 2:00 & 4:00 p.m. 
Meetings: 
SOAPBOX, Checkerboard Quad, 12:00-noon 
Discussion on parking problems, 378 ELWC, 
~ 4:00 p.m. 
Theatre: 
“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m. Tickets: 378-7447 
“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
7:30 p.m. 
Film: 
- International Cinema, 250 SWKT 
“Young Torless,” 3:15 p.m. 
_ “The Belle of Amherst,” 5:00 & 9:10 p.m. 
_ “Cria,” 7:00 p.m. 


TUDEN TARA 


Orpheus Winds, faculty wind ensemble, Coray 
Auditorium, MSRB, 7:30 p.m., Free! 

“The Tales of Hoffmann,” Utah Opera, Capitol 
Theatre, 8:00 p.m. Tickets: $10-30, —— 


Art: 
Art Histor Association Student Art Sale, HFAC Main 


Gallery, 10:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m. If you have any art to 


be sold, call Army Kern, 373-3259 
Sports: - 
Women's Volleyball, BYU vs. Wyoming, SFH, 


7:30 p.m. 


Concert: 

Oingo Boingo, Salt Palace Arena, Tickets: $17.50, 
SmithTix locations, 363-7681 

Valerie Wellington, “Queen of the Blues,” at the 
Zephyr, 301 S. West Temple, SLC, 355-CLUB 


Friday, October 20 


Homecoming: 

Banquet, ELWC Ballroom, 5:30 pm., James C. 
Fletcher, Former Administrator of NASA, Purchase 
Tickets through the Alumni House. 

Celebrating the Music: 7:30 pm, Marriot Center. 
Lecture: 

“Test Taking,” Counseling and Development Center, 
151A SWKT, 10:00:a.m., 378-3035 

“Living Life Abundantly,” 12:00 noon, same place 
Theatre: 


“Thank You Papal’ Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 


“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m. Tickets: 378-7447 


_ “An Evening of Rodgers & Hammerstein,” City Rep, 
7:30 p.m. 


“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m. 

“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting 
Company, 8:00 p.m. 

Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT 

“Cria,” 3:15 & 9:00 p.m. 

“Young Torless,” 5:25 p.m. 

“The Belle of Amherst,” 7:00 p.m. 

Music: 

Homecoming Choral Showcase, Provo Tebemace, 
50. S. University Ave., 7:30 p.m., 

Tickets: $3.00 w/l.D., 378-7444 

Utah Symphony, Mozaer & Mahler, Symphony Hall, 
SLC, 8:00 p.m., Tickets: 533-6407 
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Temple Square Concert Series: Jeffrey Shumway, 
piano, Beethovan Sonatas, Assembly Hall, SLC, 
7:30 p.m., Free! 

Valerie Wellington, “Queen of the Blues,” at the 
Zephyr, 301 S. West Temple, SLC, 355-CLUB 


~ Art: 


Art History Association Student Art Sale, HFAC Main 
Gallery, 10:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m. If you have any art to 


be sold, call Army Kern, 373-3259 


Saturday, October 21 


Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m.Tickets: 378-7447 

“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m. 

“Sweeney Todd,” Opera West, 508 E. 900 S., Provo, 
8:00 p.m., Tickets: $5.00, 489-4648 

“The Phantom of the Opera,” (non-musical) City Rep, 
2:00 p.m. 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting 
Company, 8:00 p.m. 

Homecoming: 

Celebrating themusic Marriot Center, 7:30 pm. 
Tockets—Marriot Center Ticket Office 

Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT 

“Young Torless,” 3:00 p.m. 

“The Belle of Amherst,” 4:40 & 9:00 p.m. 

“Cria,” 6:40 p.m. 

Music: 

Homecoming Choral Showcase, Provo Tabernacle, — 
50. S. University Ave., 7:30 p.m., 

Tickets: $3.00 w/l.D., 378-7444 

Utah Symphony, Mozaer & Mahler, Symphony Hall, 
SLC, 8:00 p.m., Tickets: 533-6407 

Temple Square Concert Series: The Sounds Choir, 
selections from Haydn, Leisering, Rutter, Assembly 
Hall, SLC, 7:30 p.m., Free! 


Valerie Wellington, “Queen of the Blues,” at the 
Zephyr, 301 S. West Temple, SLC, 355-CLUB 
Swiss Chorus Edelweiss, featuring singers, yodelers, 
instrumentalists and children's chorus, East High 
School auditorium, 840 S. 13 E., 8:00 p.m. Tickets: 
East High box office 

Sports: 

Football, BYU vs. UTEP (Homecoming), Cougar 
Stadium, 1:30 p.m. 

Women's Volleyball, BYU vs. Colorado State, SFH, 
7:30 p.m. 


Sunday, October 22 


Music: 

‘The Tales of Hoffmann,” Utah Opera, Capitol Theatre, 
2:00 & 8:00 p.m. Tickets: $10.00-30.00, 

533-6494 

For those who would rather be in Austria than in 
Sunday School, KBYU FM (Classical 89) has made it 
easy. Tune in at 1:00 p.m. for the Salzburg Festival, 
featuring Beethoven and Ravel 


Monday, October 23 
Lecture: 
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“Relaxation Techniques to Fight Tension,” Counsel- 
ing & Development Center, 151A SWKT, 11:00 a.m., 


378-3035 
Theatre: 


“Sweeney Todd,” Opera West, 508 E. 900 S., Provo, 


8:00 p.m., Tickets: $5.00, 489-4648 

“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m., $4.50 w/.D., show only, refreshemtns 
served 

“The Phantom of the Opera,” (non-musical) City Rep, 
7:30 p.m. 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

Mark Chaney Group, jazz, D.B. Cooper's 19 E. 2nd 


South, 8:30 p.m.-12:30 a.m. 


Tuesday, October 24 
Lecture: 


- “Overcoming Procrastination,” Counseling & 


Development Center, 151A SWKT, 11:00 a.m., 
378-3035 


“Dating,” 2:00 p.m., same place 
Theatre: 
“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 


Music: 
Organist David Craighead, Madsen Recital Hall, 


HFAC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: $5.00 w/1.D., 378-7444 


Wednesday, October 25 
Lecture: 

“Self Awareness,” Counseling & Development 
Center, 151A SWKT,11:00 a.m., 378-3035 


Theatre: 
“Thank You Papal!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
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